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PREFACE. 


A PREFACE appears to me necessary to 
tills book, in order tliat the expectation 
with which the English reader might open 
it should not be disappointed. 

Some curiosity has of late been excited 
in England with regard to America: its 
political existence is a momentous cxj^ieri- 
ment, upon which many eyes are fixed, in 
anxious watching of the result ; and such 
accounts as have been published of the 
customs and manners of its societies, and 
the natural wonders and beauties of its 
scenery, have been received and read with 
considerable interest in Europe. This 
being the case, I should be loth to pre- 
sent these volumes to the English public 
without disclaiming both the intention and 
the capability of adding the slfghtest detail 
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of any interest to -those which other travel- 
lers have already furnished upon these 
subjects. 

.This book is, what it professes to be, my 
personal journal, and not a history or a 
description of men and manners in the 
United States. 

Engaged in an arduous profession, and 
travelling from city to city in its exercise, 
my leisure, and my opportunities, would 
have been alike inadequate to such a task. 
The portion of America which I have 
visited has been a very small one, and, I 
imagine, by no means that from which the 
most interesting details are to be drawn. I 
have been neither to the south nor to the 
west j consequently have had no opportu- 
nity of seeing two large portions of the 
population of this country, — the enterpris- 
ing explorers of the late wildernesses on the 
shores of the Mississippi, — and the black 
race of the slave states, both classes of men 
presenting peculiarities of infinite interest 
to the traveller ; the one, a source of 
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energy and growing strength, the other, 
of disease and decay, in this vast political 
body. 

My sphere of observation has been con- 
fined to the Atlantic cities, whose astonish- 
ing mercantile prosperity, and motley mon- 
grel societies, though curious under many 
aspects, arc interesting but under few. 

What I registered were my immediate 
impressions of what I saw and heard ; of 
course, liable to all the errors attendant upon 
first perceptions, and want of time and oc- 
casion for maturer investigation. The notes 
I have added while preparing the text for 
the press ; and such opinions and details 
as they contain are the result of a longer 
residence .in this country, and a somewhat 
better acquaintance with the people of it. 

Written, as my journal was, day by day, 
and often after the fatigues of a laborious 
evening’s duty at the theatre, it has infinite 
sins of carelessness to answer for j and but 
that it would have taken, less time and 
trouble to re-write the whole book, or rather 
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write a better, I would have endeavoured to 
correct them, — though, indeed, I was some- 
thing of Alfieri’s mind about it: — “ Quanto 
poi alio stile, io penso di lasciar fare alia 
penna, e di pochissimo lasciarlo scostarsi da 
quella triviale e spontanea naturalezza, con 
cui ho scritto quest* opera, dettata dal cuore 
e non dall* ingegno ; e che sola pud con- 
venire a cosi umile tema.** 

However, my purpose is not to write an 
apology for my book, or its defects, but 
simply to warn the English reader, before 
he is betrayed into its perusal, that it is a 
purely egotistical record, and by no means 
a history of America. 
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Wedmsday^ Aityust Ist^ 1832 « 

Another break in m}' journal, and hei’e I am 
on board the Pacific, bouml for America, having 

left home, and all die world behind. — Well ! * 

***** 

We reached the quay just ds the ship was bt^ng 
pulled, and pushed, and levered to the entrance of 
the dock; — the quays were lined with jieople, 

among them were several known faces, — Mr. , 

Mr. . M came on board to take niy let- 

ters, and bid me good-by. 

***** 

I had a bunch of carnations in my hand, which 
I had snatched from om* drawing-room chimney ; 
— English flowers ! — dear English flowers I they 
will be withered long before I again see land, but 
I win keep them until I once more stand upon the 

soil on which they grew. * * 

***** 
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Tlje sky had become clouded, and the wind blew 
cold. * * * 

. # # * * * 

Came down and put our narrow room to rights. 
* * * * » 

Worked at my Bible cover till dinner time. 

, We dined at half-past tliree. — The table •^as ex- 
cellent — cold dinner, because it was tlie first day 
— but every thing was good; and champagne, and 
dessert, and every luxury imaginable, rendered it 
as little like a ship-dinner as might be. The man 
who sat by me was an American ; very good- 
natured, and talkative. Our passengers are all 
men, with the exception of three ; a nice, pretty- 
looking girl, who is going| out with her brother ; 
a fat old woman, and a fat young one. I cried 

almost tlie whole of dinner-time. * * 

• * • 0 # 

After dinner the ladies adjourned to their own 
cabin, and the gentlemen began to debate about 
regulating tlie meal hours. They adopted the 
debating society tone, called my poor dear &ther 
to tlie chair, and presently I heard, horror f 
(what 1 had not thought to hear again for six 
weeks,) the clapping of hands. They sent him in 
to consult us about the dinner-hour: and we 
having decided four o’clock, the debate continued 
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with considerable inen'inient. Presently my fa- 
ther, Colonel ' and Mr. — — — , came inife onr 
cabin; — the former read ns Washington Jrring’s 
speech at the New York dinner. Some of it is 
very beautiful, all of it is in good feeling — it made 
me cry. Oh my home, my land, England, glorious 
little England ! from which this bragging big 
baby was born, how my heart yeai'ns towards 
your earth ! I sat w'orking till the gentlemen left 

us, and then wrote journal. * * 

« » * * « 

I am weary and sad, and will try to go and 
sleep. — It rains : I cannot see the moon. 


Thursday j ‘Id. 

It rained all night, and in the morning the 
wind had died away, and we lay rocking, becalmed 
on the waveless waters. At eight o'clock they 
brought me some breakfast, after which I got up; 
while dressing, I could not help being amused at 
hearing the cocks crowing, tmd the cow lowing, 
and geese and ducks gabbling, as though we were 
in the midst of a farm-yard. At half-past ten, 
hating finished my toilet, I emerged ; and Miss 
j-- -- and I walked upon deck. The sea lay 
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still, and grey, without ridge or sparkle, a sheet of 
lead ; die sky was of the same dull colour. The 
deck was wet and comfortless. We were but just 
off Holyhead; two or three ships stood against 
the horizon, still as ourselves. The whole was 
melancholy; — and sadder than all, sat a poor 
woman, dressed in mourning, in a comer of the 
deck ; she was a steerage passenger, and I never 
sa>v^ so much sorrow in any face. Poor thing I 
poor thing ! was her heart aching for home, and 
kindred left behind her ? It made mine ach to 
look at her. We walked up and down for an 
hour. I like my companion well ; she is a nice, 
young quiet thing, just come from a countiy home. 
Came down, and began getting out books for my 
German lesson, but turning rather awful, left my 
learning on die floor, and betook myself to my 
berth. Slept nearly till dinner time. At dinner 
1 took my place at table, but presendy die misery 
returned; and getting up, while I had sufficient 
steadiness left to walk becomingly down the 
room, 1 came to my cabin; my dinner followed 
me thither, and, lying on my back, I very contp 
ffirtably discussed it. Got up, devoured scone 
raspberry tart, and grapes, and being altogether 
delightful again, sat working and singing til) 
t^-time : after wliich, wrote journal, and now to 
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bed. How strange it seems to hear these Ameri- 
cans speaking in ^English of the English / — “ Oh, 
hame, hame, hame wad I be,”— but it is not time 
to sing that yet. 


E'rida.g, Sd. 

Break&sted at eight; got up, and dressed, and 
came upon deck. The day was lovely, the sea 
one deep dark sappliire, the sky bright and cloud- 
less, the wind mild and soft, too mild to fill our 
sails, which hung lazily against the masts, — but 
enough to refresh the warm summer’s sky, and 
temper the bright sun of August that shone above 
us. Walked upon deck with Miss and Cap- 

tain Whaite: the latter is a very intelligent;^ good- 
natured person; rough and bluff, and only seven 
and twenty; which makes his having die command 
of a ship rather an. awful consideration. At half- 
past eleven got roy German, and worked at it till 
half-past one, then got my work ; and presendy we 
were summoned on deck by sound of bell, and 
oyes ! oyes I oyes ! — and a society was established 
for the good demeanour and sociability of the pas- 
sengers. My ^ther was in the chair. Mr. 

was voted secretaiy. Dr. — — attorney-general; 
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a badge was establislied, rules and regulations 
laid down, a code framed, and much laughing 
and merriment thence ensued. Worked till din- 
ner-time. After dinner, went on deck, took a 
brisk walk for half an hour with Captain Wliaite. 
Kstablished myself to work, and presently we 
were all smnmoned to attend a mock trial of 
Colonel , which made us all laugh most 
exceedingly. We adopU*d titles — I chose my 
family appellation of Puddledock : many of the 
names were very absurd, and as a penalty ensued 
upon not giving every body their proper designa- 
tion, much amuseinent arose Ironi it. When the 
trial was over, we played at dumb crambo, and 
earth, air, and water, with infinite zeal, till tea- 
tune. After U;a, we were summoned on deck to 
see the sliip make a tack. The wind was against 
us, the sea inky black, the pale clear moon stood 
higli against the sail — presently, with a w'hoop- 
ing and yaw-awling that mocks description, the 
fair ship was turned away from the wind, tlie sails 
veered round, and she set in anodier course. 
We remained on deck, the gentlemen gatliered 
round us, and singing began: — it went round 
and round by turns, some of our voices were 
very sweet, anc^ upon the whole, *t was tinie plea- 
santly spent. Came to bed at teu« 
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Wednesday i \bth. 

Here’s a lapse ! thanks to head winds, a rolling 
sea, and their result, sickness, sadness, sorrow. 
I ’ve been better for the last two days, thank 
God ! and take to my book again. Rose at eight, 
dawdled about, and then came up stairs. Ureak- 
fasted, sat working at my Bible cover till lunch- 
time. — Somebody asked nu* if I had any of Mrs. 
Siddons’s hair; I sent for my dressing-box, and 
forthwith it was overhauled, to use the appropriate 
phrase, by half the company, whom a rainy day 
had reduced to a state, of worse than usual want 
of occupation. The rain continued all day ; we 
ladies dined in the i*ound-house, tlie room down 
.stairs being too close. I’he Captain and Colonel 

joined us afterwards, and began drmking 

champagne, and inducetl us to do tlie same. As 
evening came on, the whole of the passengers col- 
lected in the round-house. Mr. , Mr. U , 

and I wrote a rhapsody; afterw'ards they fell to 
singing; while they did so, the sky darkene<l 
trementlously, tlie rain came pelting down, the 
black sea swelled, and rose, and broke upon the 
ship’s sides into boiling furrows of foam, that fled 
like gliosts along the inky face of the ocean. The 

» 4 
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sliii) scudded before the blast, and we maiiaged to 
keep ourselves warm by singing. After tea, for the 
first time since I have been on board, got hold of 
a pack of cards, (oh me, that it ever should come 

to this !) and initiated Miss in the mysteries 

of the intelleotual gafne. Mercy ! how my home 
rose before me as I did so. Played till I was tired ; 
dozed, and finally came to bed. Bed ! quotlia ! 
*t is a frightful misapplication of terms. Oh for a 
bed ! a real bed ; any manner of bed, but a bed 
on shipboard ! And yet I have seen some fair 
things : I have seen a universe of air and water ; 
1 have seen the glorious sun come and look clown 
upon this rolling sapphire ; I have seen the moon 
throw her silver columns along the watery waste ; 
I have seen one lonely ship in her silent walk 
across this wilderness, meet another, greet her, 
and pass her, like a dream, on the wide deep; 
I have seen the dark world of waters at midnight 
open its mysterious mantle beneath our ship’s prow, 
and show below another dazzling world of light. I 
have seen, what I would not but have seen, though 
I have left my very soul behind me. England, 
dear, dear England! oh, for a handful of your 
earth ! 
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Thursdtty^ \Qth. 

Another day, another day ! the old fellow posts 
as well over water as over land ! Rose at about half- 
past eight, went up to the round-honse; break- 
fasted, and worked at my Bible cover. As soon as 
our tent was spread, went out on deck : took a 

longish walk with Mr. . I like him very 

much ; his face would enchant Lavater, and liis 
skull ecstacise the Combes. Lay doAvn under our 
rough pavilion, and heard the gentlemen descant 
very learnedly upon freemasonry. A book called 
“ Adventures of an Irish Gentleman,” suggested 
the conversation ; in which are detailed, some of 
the initiatory ceremonies, which appear to me so 
incredibly foolish, that I can scarce believe tliein, 
even making mankind a handsome allowance for 
absurdity. I soon perceived tliat the discussion 
was likely to prove a serious one, for in America, 
it seems, ’tis made a political question ; and our 
Boston friend, and the Jacksouite, fell to rather 
sharply about it. The temperance of the former, 
however, by retreating from the field, spared us 
further ar^mentation. One thing I marvel at:— 
are the institutions of men stronger to bind men, 
than those of God; and does masonry effect good, 



10 


JOURNAL. 


wlucli Christianity does not? — a silly query, by 
tlie way; for doubtless men act the good, but 
forbear to act the evil, before each other’s eyes ; 
wljich they think notliing of doing, or leaving 
undoite, under tliose of God. 

Gossiped till lunch-time ; aftei*wards took up 
Cliilde Harold, — eomniend me to that! I thought 

of dear H . Slie admires IJyron more than I 

do; and yet how wildly I <lid, how deeply I do 
still, worship his might, majesty, and loveliness. 
We dined up stairs, and after dinnei', I and 
Mr. — — took a long walk on deck ; talking 
flimsy morality, and philosophy; the text of whicli 
were generalities, but all the points individualities ; 
1 was amused in my heart at him and myself. 

He ’d a good miss of me at : heaven knows, 

I was odious enough ! and therein his informer 
was right. The day was bright, and bitter cold, — 
the sea blue, and transparent as tliat loveliest line 
in Dante, 


** Dolcc color di oriental zafEro,” 

witli a lining of pearly foam, and glittering spray, 
•4iat enchanted me. Came and sat down again 
wrote doggerel for the captain’s album, about the 
captain’s ship, which, when once 1 am out of her, 
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I’ll swear I love infinitely. Read aloud to them 
some of Byron’s short poems, and that glorious 
lij'inn to the' sea, in Childe Harold: — mercy, how 
fine it is ! Lay under our canvass shed till nine 
o’clock : — the sttirs were brilliant in the intense 
blue sky, the wind had dropped, tlie ship lay still 
— we sang a song or two, supped, and came in ; 
where, after inditing two rhapsodies, we came to 
djcd. 


Friday \lth. 

On iny back all day : mercy, bow it ached too! 
the ship reeled about like a drunken thing. I lay 
down and began reading Byron’s life. As far as 
I have gone (which is to his leaving Kngland) 
there is nothmg in it but w'hat I expected to 
find, — the fairly sown seeds of the after-harvest 
he bore. Had he been less of an egotist, would 
he have been so great a poet ? — I question it. 
His fury and wrath at the severe injustice of liis 
critics reminds me, by the by, of those few lines 
in the Athenmum, which I read the other day, 
about poetical shoemakers, dairy-maids, plough- 
men, and myself. After all, what matters it?— 
“If this thing be of God,” the devij can’t overthrow 
it j if it be not, why the printer’s devil may. What 

B 6 
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c«ii it siyiilij' wliat is said? If timtli be truth to the 
end of reckoning, wliy, that share of her, if any, 
which I possess, must endure when recorded as 
long as truth endures. I almost w'onder Byron 
was moved by criticism : I should have thought 
him at once too highly armed, and too self-wrap- 
ped, to care for it; — however, if a wasp’s sting 
have such virtue in it, ’tis as well it should have 
been felt as keenly as it was. — Ate nothing but 
figs and raisins ; in the evening some of our gen- 
tlemen came into our ciibin, and sat with us; I, 
in very desperation and sea-sickness, began em- 
broidering one of my old nightcaps, w'herein I 
persevered till sleep ovei'took me. 


Saturday^ 18^/i. 

Rose at about half-past eight, dawdled about 
-as usual, breakfasted in the round-house — by 
the by, before I got out of bed, read a few 
-more pages of Byron’s life. I don’t exactly 
■understand the species of sentimental gcdimaJtias 
Moore talks about Byron’s writing with die same 
penfull of ink, “ Adieu, adieu, my native land!” 
and “Hurra ! Hodgson, we are going.” It proves 
nothing except what I firmly believe, that we must 
not look for the real feelings of writers in their 
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works — or rather, tliat what they give ua, and 
what we take for heart feeling, is head weav- 
ing — a species of emotion engendered somewhere 
betwixt the bosom and the brain, and bearing 
the same proportion of resemblance to reality 
that a picture does ; that is — like leeling, but not 
feeling — like sadness, but not sadness — like what 
it appears, but not indeed that very thing : and 
the greater a man’s power of thus producing sJiam 
realities^ the greater his main (pialification lor 
being a poet. — After breakfast, sat like Lady Alice 
in the old song, embroidering my midnight coif. 

Got Colonel to I’ead Quentin Durward to us 

as we sat woi-king under our canvass pavilion. 

* « ^ 4; 

Our company consists chiefly of traders in cloth 
and hardware, clerks, and counting-house men — a 
species with but few peculiarities ^f interest to me, 
who cannot talk pounds, shillings, and pence, as 
glibly as less substantial trash. Most of tliem have 
crossed this trifling ditch half a dozen times in their 
various avocations. But though tliey belong to the 
same sort generally, they difier enough individually 
for the amusement of observation. Tliat poor wi- 
dower, whose remarks on the starry inside of die 
sea attracted my attention the other evening, put 
into my hands to-day a couple of pretty little books 
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cnoijghj a soi-t of liotch-potclij or to speak more 
sweetly, pot-pourri praise of women — passages se- 
lected from various authors who have done us the 
honour to remember us in their good commenda- 
tions. There were one or two most eloquent and 
exquisite passages from Jeremy Taylor — one on 
love that enchanted me. I should like to copy it. 
Wliat a contrast to that exquisite thing of Shel- 
le3^s, “ What is Love ? ” and yet they are both 
beautiful, powerful, and true. I could have helped 
them to sundry more passages on this subject, 

particvdarly from my oracle. Mr. road to 

us after lunch, and we sat very happily under our 
yawning till the rain drove us in. No wind, 
the sea one rippleless sheet of lead, and the sky 
just such another. Our main-top gallant-mast had 
been split in one of our late blows, and I went 
out in the rain* to see them restore the spar. 
Towards evening the wind faired and freshened, 
in consequence of wliich, our gentlemen’s spirits 
rose; and presently, in spite of the rain, they 
were dancing, singing, and romping like mad 
things on the quarter-deck. It was Saturday 
—holiday on board ship — the men were all dis- 
missed to their grog. Mr. . .. and I sang through 
a whole volumQ of Moore’s, .-melodies ; and at 
ten o’clock (for the first time since our second 
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tlay on board) wo of tlio potticoats adjonrnod to 
the gentlemen’s cabin to drink “ sweethearts 
and wives,” according to the approved sailors’ 
practice. It made me sad to hear them, as they 
lifted their glasses to their lips, pass round the 
toast, “ Sweethearts and wives ! ” I drank in 

my heart — “Home and dear H .” One 

thing amused me a good deal : — the Captain pro- 
posed us a toast, “ The Latlies — God bless them,” 
which accordingly was being duly drunk when I 
heal’d, close to my elbow, a devout, half audible 
— “ and the Lord deliver us ! ” This from a man 
with a face like one of Retsch’s most grotes(|ue 
etchings, and an expression half humorous, lialf 
terrified, sent mo into fits of laughter. They 
sang a song or two, and at twelve we left them 
to their meditations, which presently reached our 
ears in the sound, not shape, of “ Health to 
Bacchus,” in full chorus, to which tune I said my 
prayers. 

Sunday i \9th. 

Did not rise till late — dressed and came on 
deck. The morning was brilliant; the sea, bold, 
bright, dashing its snowy crests against our ship’s 
sides, and flinging up a cloud of flittering spray 
round the prow. 1 break&sted — and then amused 
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myself with finding the lessons, collects, and psalms 
for the whole ship’s company. After lunch, they 
spread oip* tent, a chair was j)lacod for my father, 
and the little bell being rung, we collected in our 
rude church. It affected me much, this praying on 
the lonely sea, in the Avords 1 hat at the same hour 
were being uttered by millions of kindred tongues 
in our dear hojne. Tliere was something, too, 
impressive and toucliing in this momentary union 
of strangers, met but for a passing day, to part per- 
haps never to behold each other’s faces i,gain, in 
the holiest of all unions, that of Christian w'orship. 
Here I felt how close, how strong tluit won- 
di'ous tie of common faith that thus gathered our 
company, unknown and unconnecletl by any one 
worldly interest or bond, to utter the same words 
of praise and supplication, to think perhaps the 
same thoughts of humble and trustful dependence 
on God’s great goodness in this our pilgrimage to 
foreign lands, to yearn perhaps with tlie same 
affection and earnest imploring of blessings towards 
our native soil and its beloved ones left behind. — 
Oh, how I felt all this as wc spoke aloud that touch- 
ing invocation, which is always one of my most 
earnest prayers, Almighty God, who hast pro- 
mised when twp or three are, gathered together 
in thy name,” &c. • ♦ • The bright cloudless 
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sky and glorious sea seemed to respond, in their 
silent magnificence, to our Te Deum. — I felt 
more of the excitement of prayer tliao • 1 liave 
known for many a day, and 'twas good — oh ! very, 
very good ! * * * * 

* « ♦ * * 

’ Tis good to beliold this new universe, this 
mighty sea wliich he hath made, lliis glorious cloud- 
less sky, ■where hang, like dew drops, his scattered 
worlds of light — to see all this and say, — 

“ These are thy glorious works, parent of good ! ” 

After prayers, wrote jotiriuil. Some sea weed 
floated by the ship tf)-day', borne from the gulf 
stream ; I longed to have it, for it told of land : 
gulls too came wheeling about, and the little pet- 
tcrels like sea-swallows skimmed round and round, 
now resting on the still bosom of the sunny sea, 
now flickering away in rapid circles like black 
butterflies. They got a gun, to my horror, and 
wasted a deal of time in trying to shoot these 
feathered mariners; but they did not even succeed 
in scaring them. We went and sat on the forecastle 
to see the sun set : he did not go down cloudless, 
but dusky ridges of vapour stretched into ruddy 
streaks along the horizon, as his disk dipped into 
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the burnished sea. Tlie foam round the prow, 
as the ship made way with all sail set before a 
fair wind, was the most lovely thing I ever saw. 
Purity, strength, glee, and wondrous beauty were 
in those showers of snowy spray that sprang up 
above tlie black ship’s sides, and fell like a cataract 
of rubies under the red sunlight. We sat there 
till evening came down ; the sea, from brilliant 
azure grew black as unknown things, the wind 
freshened, and we left our cold stand to walk, or 
rather run, up and down the deck to warm our- 
selves. This we continued till, one by one, the 
stars had lit tlieir lamps in heaven: their won- 
drous brilliancy, together with the Aurora Borea- 
lis, which rushed like sheeted ghosts along the sky, 
and the stream of lire that shone round the ship’s 
way, made heaven and sea appear like one vast 
world of flame, as though the thin blue veil of 
air and the dark curtain of the waters were but 
drawn across a universe of light. Mercj^, how 
strange it was 1 We stood at the sterii, watching 
the milky wake the ship left as she stole through 
the eddying waters. Came back to our gipsy en- 
campment, where, by the light of a lantern, we 
supped and sang sundry scraps of old songs. At 
ten came to bed. - * * * * # 
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Took an observation of the sun’s altitude at 
noon, and saw tliem hoist a main-top-royal sail, 
which looked veiy pretty as it was unreefed against 
the clear sky. 


JMondai/i ‘20th. 

Calm — utter calm — a roasting August sun, 
a waveless sea, the sails flapping idly against the 
mast, and our black cradle rocking to and fro 
without progressing a step. They lowered the 
boat, and went out rowing — I wanted to go, but 
they would not let me ! A brig was standing some 
four miles off us, which, by the by, I was the first 
to see, except our mate, in my morning watch, 
which began at five o’clock, when I saw the 
moon set and the sun rise, and feel more tlian 
ever convinced that absolute reality is away from 
the purpose of works of art. The sky this 
morning was as like the sea-shore as ever sand 
and shingle were, the clouds lying along the 
horizon in pale dusky yellow layers, and higher 
up, floating in light brown ribbed masses, like 
tlie sands which grow wrinkletl under the eternal 
smiling of the sea. Against the dim horizon, which 
blended with die violet-coloured^ sky, die mate 
then showed me, through the glass, the brig 
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Standing on the sea’s edge, for all the world like 
one of die tiny birds who were wheeling and 
chirping round our ship’s stem. I have done 
more in the shape of work to-day tlian any 
since the two first I spent on board; translated 
a German fable without much trouble, read a 
canto in Dante, ending with a valuation of fame. 
“ O spirito gentil ! ” how lived fair wisdom in your 
soul — how shines she in your lays! — Wrote 
journal, walked about, worked at my cap, in 
the evening danced merrily enough, quadrUles, 
country dances. La Boulangere, and the monaco ; 
fairly danced myself tired. Came to bed. But 
oh ! not to sleep — mercy, vrhat a night ! The 
wind blowing like mad, the sea rolling, the ship 
pitching, bouncing, shuddering, and reeling, like 
a thing possessed. I lay awake, listening to her 
cteaking and groaning, till two o’clock, when, 
sick of my sleepless berth, I got up and was 
going up stairs, to see, at least, how near drowning 
we were, when D — — , who was lying awake too, 
implored me to lie down again. I did so for the 
^hundred and eleventh time, complaining bitterly 
that I should be stuffed down in a loathsome berth, 
cabined, cribbed, confined, wliile the sea was 
boiling below, ^ and the wind bellowing above 
us. Lay till daylight, the g£ile increasing 
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furiously ; boxes, cliaii's, beds, and their contents, 
wooden valuables, and human invaluables, rolling 
about and clinging to one another in glorious 
confusion. At about eight o’clock, a tremendous 
sea took the ship in the waist, and rushing over 
the dock, banged against our sky-lighl, and 
bomiced into our cabin. Three women were 
immediately apparent from their respective cribs, 

and poor H appeared in all her lengthy 

fulUengtli, and came and took refuge witli me. 
As I held her in my anns, .and put my cloak 
round her, she shook from head to foot, poor 
child ! — I was not the le<ist frightened, but rather 
excited by this invasion of Dan Neptune’s; but 
I wish to goodness I had been on deck. — Oh, how 
I wish I had seen that spoonful of salt water flung 
from the sea’s boiling bowl 1 1 heard afterwards, 

that it had nearly washed away poor Mr. » ■ ■ , 

besides handsomely ducking and frightening our 
military man. Lay all day on my back, most 
wretched, the ship heaving like any earthquake; 
in fact, there is something irresistibly funny in 
the way in which people seem dispossessed of 
their power of volition by this motion, rushing 
hither and thither in all directions but the one 
they purpose going, and making as many angles, 
fetches, and sidelong deviations from tlie point 
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they Rim at, as if the devil had tied a string to 
their legs and jerked it every now and tlien in 
spite — by the by, not a bad illustration of our 
mental and moral struggles towards their legiti- 
mate aims. Another horrible night ! oh horror ! 


Wednesday^ 22d. 

A fair wind — a fine day — though very, very 
cold and damp. It seems, in our squall last night, 
we had also a small piece of mutiny. During the 
mate’s watch, and while the storm was at the 
worst, die man who was steering left the helm, 
and refused to obey orders ; whereupon Mr. 
Curtis took up a hatchet, and assured him he 
would knock his brains out, — which the captain 
said, had it been his watch, he should have done 
on die spot, and without further warning. — We 
are upon the Newfoundland banks, though not 
yet on soundings. Stitched my gown — worked 
at my nightcap — walked about : — Mr. — — . 
read Quentin Durward to us while we worked. 
The extreme cold made us take refuge in our 
cabin, wh^re I sat working and singing till dinner- 
time. Dined at table again; afterwards came 
back to our cabin — began writing journal, and 
was interrupted by hearing a busde in the dinner- 
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room. The gentlemen were all standing up, and 
presently I heard Walter Scott’s name passed 
round: — it made me lay down my pen. Oh! how 
pleasant it sounded — tliat unanimous blessing of 
strangers upon a great and good man, thus far 
from him — from all but our own small com- 
munity. The genuine and spontaneous tribute 
to moral worth and mental power ! Poor, poor 
Sir Walter I And yet no prayer that cun be 
breathed to bless, no grateful and soul-felt invo- 
cation can snatch him from the common doom of 
earth-born flesh, or buy away one hour’s anguish 
and prostration of body and spirit, before the 
triumphant infirmities of our miserable nature. I 
thought of Dante’s lines, that I read but a day 
ago ; and yet — and yet — fame is something. 
His fame is good — is great -r- U 'lo 

be enshrined in the hearts of all virtuous and 
wise men, as the friend of virtue and the teacher 
of wisdom; to have freely given pleasure, hap- 
piness, forgetfulness, to millions of his fellow- 
creatures ; to have made excellence lovely, and 
enjoyment pure and salutary; to have taught 
none but lessons of honour and integrity j to have 
surrounded his memory, and filled the minds of 
all men with images fair, and brigh^ and wonder- 
fid, yet left around his name no halo, and in die 
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liearts of others no slightest cloud to blot tliese 
enchanting creations ; to Imve done nothing but 
good witli God's good gifts — is not this fame 
worth soraetliing? 'Tis worth man's love, and 
God's approval — 'tis worth toiling for, living 
for, and dying for. He has earned it fairly — he 
is a great and good man — peace be with him in 
his hour of mortal sorrow, and eternal peace 
hereafter in the heaven to which he surely goes. 
-—•They then drank Wasliington Irving, — a 
gentle spirit, too. After working for some 

time more, came on deck, where we danced 
with infinite glee, disturbed only by the surpass- 
ing uproar of Colonel 

« « « * * 

« « ^ * * 

Tw only of our crew whom I cotton to fairly, are 

the , and that good-natured lad, Mr. — — ; 
tliough the former leather distress me by their 
abundant admiration, and the latter by his 
inveterate Yorkshire, and never opening his 
mouth when he sings, wliich, as he has a very 
sweet voice, is a cruel piece of selfiishness, keeping 
half his tones, and all his words for his own 
private satisfaction. 
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Thursdayf 23 d. 

On soundings, and nearly olf them again— 
fine day ; — worked at my nightcap — another, 
by the by, having finished one — exemplary I — 
Walked about, ate, drank, wrote journal — read 

some of it to the , who seemed much gratified 

by my doing so. I go on with Byron's life. He 
is too much of an egotist. I do not like liim a 
bit the better for knowing his prose mind;— for 
from dunking it redeems any of the errors of his 
poetical man, I think I never read any thing 
professing to be a person’s undisguised foelings 
and opinions with so much heartlcssness — so 
litde goodness in it. His views of society are 
like liis views of human nature ; or rather, by the 
by, reverse the sentence, to prove the fallacy in 
judgment; and diough his satire is keen and 
true, yet he is nodiing but satirical — never, 
never serious and earnest, even with himselfl 
Oh ! I have a horror of that sneering devU of 
Goethe’s ; and he seems to me to have possessed 
Byron utterly. A curious thought, or rather a 
fiintastical shadow of a thought, occurred to me 
to-day in reading a chapter in the Corinduans 
about the resurrection. I mean to be buried 
VOL. I. c 
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with H 's ring on my finger ; will it be tliere 

when I rise again ? — What a question for the 
discussers of the needle’s point controversy. My 
father read to us, tliis afternoon, part of one of 
Webster’s speeches. It was very eloquent, but 
yet it did not fulfil my idea of perfect oratory 
— inasmuch as I thought it too pictorial : — there 
was too much scenery and decoration about it, to 
use the cant of iny own trade; — there was too 
much effect, theatrical effect in it, from which 
Heaven defend me, for I do loathe it in its place, 
and fifty times worse out of it. Perhaps Web- 
ster’s speaking is a good sample, in its own line, 
of die leaven wherewiUi these times are leavened. 
I mean only in its defects — for its merits are 
sterling, and therefore of all time. 

But this oU and canvass style of thinking, writ- 
ing, and speaking, is bad. I wish our age were 
more sculptural in its genius — though I have not 
the power in any diing to conform thereto, I have 
the grace to perceive its higher excellence; yet 
Milton was a sculptor, Sliakspearc a painter. How 
do we get through that ? — My reason for object- 
ing to Webster’s style — though the tears were 
in my eyes several times while my father read — 
is precisely the same as my reason for not alto- 
gether liking my fether’s reading, — ’tis slighdy 
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theatrical — somethings too much of passion, 
something too much of effect — but perhaps I am 
mistaken; for I do so abhor the slightest approach 
to the lamps and orange peel, that I had almost 
rather hear a “ brazen candlestick turned on a 
wheel,” than all the music of due emphasis and 
inflection, if allied to a theatrical manner. — 
Dined at table again. 'Fliey abound in toasts, 
and, among others, gave “The friends we have 
left, and those we are going to !” My heart 
sank. I am going to no friend ; and the “ stran- 
ger,” with which the Americans saJnte wayferers 
through their land, is the only title 1 can claim 
amongst them. After dinner, walked about — 
danced-— saw the sun sink in a bed of gorg(»ous 
stonny clouds; — worked and walked till bed- 
time. — I was considerably amused, and my 
English blood a little roused at a very good- 

natured and well-meant caution of Mr. . to 

avoid making an enemy of Colonel . He is, 

they say, a party man, having influence which 
he may exert to our detriment. 


Friday^ ^^th. 

Rose late after a fair night’s sleep — came up to 

the round-house. After breakfast, 'worked and 

c 2 
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walked for an immense time. Read a canto in 
Dante : just as 1 had finished it, ** A sail ! a sml 
was cried from all quarters. Remembering my 
promise to dear H— — , I got together my writing 
materials, and scrawled her a few incoherent 
lines full of my very heart. The vessel bore 
rapidly down upon us, but as there was no pro- 
spect of eitlier her or our lying-to, Mr. — — tied 
my missive, together with one Mr. ■■■■ — ■ ■ had just 
scribbled, to a lump of lead, and presently we all 
rushed on deck to see the ship pass us. She was 
an English packet, from Valparaiso, bound to 
London; her foremast had been carried away, 
but she was going gallantly before the wind. As 
she passed us, Mr. — — got up into the boat to 
have a better chance of tlirowing. I saw him 
fling powerfully, — the little packet whizzed 
tlirough the air, but the distance was impossible, 
and die dark waters received it widiin twenty 
feet of the ship, which sailed rapidly on, and 
had soon left us far behind. I believe I 
screamed, as the black sea closed over my poor 

letter. * * * * 

* * * * * 

# * * * * 

Came down to my cabin and cried like a wretch 
—came up again, and found them all at lunch. 
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Went and lay on the bowsprit, watcliing the 
fiiir ship courtesying through the bright sea with 
all her sail set, a gallant and graceful sight. 
Came in — wrote journal — translated a German 
fable. Worked at my cap, while my father went 
on with Webster’s speech. I am still of die same 
mind about it, though some of die passages he 
read to-day were finer than any I had heard 
before. He gets over a shallow descent with 
admirable plausibility — and yet I think I would 
rather be descended from a half heathen Saxon 
giant, than from William Penn himself. We 

dined at table again ; D could not ; she was 

ill. After dinner, sat working for some time ; — 
I had a horrid sick headache, — walked on deck. 
The wind and sea were both rising ; we stood by 
the side of the ship, and watched the inky waters 
swelling themselves, and rolling sullenly towarils 
us, till they broke in silver clouds against the 
ship, and sprang above lier sides, covering ns 
with spray. The sky had grown mirk as mid- 
night, and the wind that came rusliiiig over the 
sea, was hot from the south. We staid out till it 
grew dark. At ten, the crazy old ship, in one of 
her headlong bounces, fiung my whole supper in 
my lap ; the wind and water were riotous ; the 
ship plunged and shuddered. After screwing my 
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courage to a game of speculation, 1 was obliged to 
leave it, and my companions. Came down and 
.went to bed. — Oh horror ! loathsome life ! — 

Saturday and Sunday. 

Towards evening got up and came on deck:.-:: 7 ' 
ti'emendous head wind, going olf om* course ; 
pray Heaven we don’t make an impromptu 
landing on Sable Island ! Sat on the ship’s side, 
watching the huge ocean gathering itself up into 
pitchy mountains, and rolling its vast ridges, one 
after another, against the good ship, who dipped, 
and dipped, and dived down into the black chasm, 
and dien sprang up again, and rode over the 
swelling surges like an empress. The sky was 
a mass of stormy black, here and there edged 
with a copper-looking cloud, and- breaking in one 
or two directions into pale silvery strata, that had 
an imhealthy lightning look ; a heavy black squall 
lay ahead of us, like a dusky curtain, whence 
we saw the rain, fringe-like, pouring down against 
the horizon. The wind blew furiously. I got 
cradled among the ropes, so as not to be pitched 
off when the ship lurched, and enjoyed it all 
amazingly. It was sad and solemn, and, but for 
the excitement of the savage-looking waves, that 
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every now and then lifted their overwhelming 
sides against us, it would have made me melan- 
choly : but it stirred my spirits to ride over 
these huge sea-horses, that came bounding and 
bellowing round us. Remained till I was chilled 
with the bitter wind, and wet through with 
spray; — walked up and down the deck for some 
time, — had scarce set foot within the round 
house, when a sea took her in midships, and 
soused the loiterers. Sat up, or rather slept 
up, till ten o’clock, and then went down to bed. 
I took up Pelham to-day for a second — ’t is 
amazingly clever, and like the thing it means to 
be, to boot. Heard something funny that I wish 
to remember — at a Methodist meeting, the singer 
who led the Psalm tune, finding that his 
concluding word, which was Jacob, had not 
syllables enough to fill up the music adequately 
ended thus — Ja-a-a-a — Ja^-u-a-a — fol-de-riddle 
— cob ! — 


Monday^ 26 ^ 2 . 

Read Byron’s life ; — defeiul me from my 
friends ! Rose tolerably late ; after break£ist, took 
a walk on deck — lay and slept under our sea- 
tent ; read on until lunch-time — dined on deck, 
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-—after dinner walked about with H — - and 
the captain; we had seated ourselves on the ship’s 
side} but he being called away} we rushed off to 
the forecastle to enjoy the starlight by ourselves. 
We sat for a little time} but were soon found out ; 
Mr. . ■■ I ...■ and Mr. — — joined us, and we sat till 
near twelve o’clock, singing and rocking under the 
stars. Venus— “ The star of love, all stars above,” 

— threw a silver column down the sea, like the 
younger sister of the moon’s reflection. By the 
by, I saw to-day, and with delight, an American 
sunset. The glorious god strode down heaven’s 
liill, without a cloud to dim his downward path ; 

— as his golden disk touched tlie panting sea, I 
turned my head away, and in less than a minute 
he had Cilleu beneath the horizon — leapt down 
into the warm waves, and left one glow of amber 
round half the sky ; upon whose verge, where the 
violet curtain of twilight came spreading down to 
meet its golden fringe, 

** The maiden. 

With white fire laden. 

Whom mortals call the moon,** 

Stood, with her silver lamp in her hand, and her 
pale misty robe^ casting their wan lustre faintly 
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around her. Oh me, how glorious it was ! how 
sad, how very, very sad I was ! * 

^ ^ * iK^ 

^ 

Dear, yet forbitltlcn thoughts, that from my soul. 

While shines the weary sun, with stern control 
I drive aw’ay ; why, when my spirits lie 
Shrouded in the cold sleep of misery. 

Do ye return, to mock me with false dreaming. 

Where love, and all life’s happiness is beaming r 
Oh visions fair] that one by one have gone 
Down, ’neath the dark horizon of my days ; 

Let not your pale reflection linger on 

In tlic bleak sky, where live no more your rays. 

Night ! silent nurse, that with thy solemn eyes 
Ilang’st o’er the rocking cradle of the world. 

Oh ! be thou darker to my dreaming eyes ; 

Nor, in my slumbers, be the past unfiirrd. 

Haunt me no more with whisperings from the dead, 

The dead in heart, the chang’d, the wtbered : 

Bring me no more sweet blossoms from my spring, 
Which round my soul their early fragrance fling. 

And, when the morning, with chill icy start, 

Wakes me, hang blighted round my aching heart : 

Oh night, and slumber, be ye visionless. 

Dark as the grave, deep as forgetfulness I 

% if: * * * 

# * ♦ * * 

Night, thou shalt nurse me, but be sure, good nurse, 
While sitting by my bed, that thou art silent, 
c 5 
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1 will not let thee sing me to my slumbera 
With the sweet lullabies of former times. 
Nor tell me tales, as other gossips wont. 

Of the strange fairy days, that are all gone. 


Wednesday^ ^Qth. 

Skipped writing on Tuesday — so much the 
better — a miserable day spent between heart-ache 

and side-ache. * * * 

* * * * * 

Rose late, breakfasted with H , afterwards 

went and sat on the forecastle, where I worked 
the whole morning, woman’s work, stitcliing. It 
was intensely hot till about two o’clock, when a 
full east wind came on, which the sailors all 
blessed} but which shook from its cold wings a 
heavy, clammy, chilly dew, that presently pierced 
all our clothes, and lay on the deck like rain. 
At dinner we were very near having a scene: 
the Bostonian and the Jacksonitc falling out 
agiun about tlie President ; and a sliarp, quick, 
snapping conversation, which degenerated into a 
snarl on one side, and a growl on the other, for 
a short time rather damped the spirits of the 
table. Here, at least. General Jackson seems very 
unpopidar, and half the company echoed in ear- 
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nest what I said in jest to end the dispute, “ Oh 
hang General Jackson !” After dinner, returned 
to the forecastle with H— to see tlie sun set ; 
her brother followed us thither. * 

* * m * * 

Finished my work, and then, tying on sundry veils 
and lianSEkercliiefs, danced on deck for some time; 
— I then walked about with , by the light of 

tlie prettiest young moon imaginable. * 

* « * « » 

Afterwards sat working and stifling in tlie round- 
house till near ten, and tlnen, being no longer able 
to endure the heat, came down, undressed, and sat 
luxuriously on the ground in my dressing-gown 
drinking lemonade.- At twelve went to bed; tlie 
men kept up a horrible row on deck half the 
night; singing, dancing, whooping, and running 

over our heads. * * * 

* m * * * 

Tlie captain brought me to-day a land-swallow, 
which having flown out so far, came hovering 
exhausted over the ship, and suffered itself to 
be caught. Poor little creature ! how very much 
more I do love all things than men and women ! 

I felt sad to death for its weary little wings and 
frightened heart, which beat against my hand, with- 
out its having strength to struggle. I made a cage 
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in a basket for it, and gave it some seed, whicb 
it will not eat — little carnivorous wretch ! I must 
catch some dies for it. 


'Fliursdai/i 'IQth. 

My poor little bird is dead. I am sori*y ! I 
could mourn almost as much over the death of a 
soulless animal, as I would rejoice at that of a 
brute with a soul. Life is to these winged things 
a pure enjoyment; and to see the rapid pinions 
folded, and the bright eye filmed, conveys sadness 
to the heart, for ’tis almost like looking on — 
what indeed is not — utter ^cessation of existence. 
Poor little creature ! I wished it had not died — 
I would but have borne it tenderly and carefully 

to shore, and given it back to the air again ! 

* * * * * 

I sat down stairs in my cabin all day; the 
very spirit of doggerel possessed me, and I poured 
forth rhymes as rapidly as possible, and they 
were as bad as possible. — Wrote journal ; in 
looking over my papers, fell in with the Star of 
Seville — some of it is very good. I’ll write an 
English tragedy next. Dined at table — our 
heroes have drunk wine, and are amicable. After 
dinner, went on deck, and took short walk ; saw a 
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the sun set, wliich he did Jike a god, tis he is, leav- 
ing the sky like a geranium curtain, which over- 
shadowed the sea w'ith rosy light — beautiful ! 
Came down and sat on the floor like a Turkish 
woman, stitching, singing, and talking, till mid- 
night ; supped — and to bed. My appetite seems 
like the Danai'des’ tub, of credible memory. 

* iff- 

* ^ ^ ^ 


Friday, i'iOth. 

On soundings. A fog and a calm. Sky yel- 
low, sea grey, drippiltg, damp, tlingy, tlavk, and 
very disagreeable. Sat working, reading, and 
talking in our own cabin all day. Read jiart of a 
book called Adventures of a Younger Son. The 
gentlemen amused themst?lves with fishing, and 
brought up sundry hake and dog-fish. 1 ex- 
amined tlie heart of one of the fish, and was 
surprised at the long continuance of pulsation 
after the cessation of existence. In the evening, 
sang, talked, and played French blind man’s 
buff; — sat working till near one o’clock, and 
reading Moore’s Fudge Family, — which is good 
fun. It ’s too hard to be becalmed within thirty 
hours of our destination. 
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* 


Why art thou weeping 
Over the happy, happy dead. 
Who are gone away. 

Prom this life of clay. 

From this fount of tears. 

From this burthen of years. 
From sin, from sorrow. 

From sad " to-morrow,** 

From struggling and creeping : 
Why art thou weeping. 

Oh fool, for the dead ? 

Why art thou weeping. 

Over the steadfast faithful dead. 
Who can never change, 

Nor grow cold and strange. 

Nor turn away. 

In a single day. 

From the love they bore. 

And the faith they swore. 

Who are true for ever. 

Will slight thee never. 

But love thee still. 

Through good and ill. 

With the constancy 
Of eternity : 

Why art thou weeping. 

Oh fool, for the dead ? 
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They are your only frieinls ; 

For where this foul life ends. 

Alone beginneth truth, and love, and faith ; 

All which sweet blossoms arc preserved by death. 


Satnrdai/, 

Becalmed again till about two o’clock, when a 
fair wind sprang up, and we set to rolling before 
it like mad. How curious it is to see the ship, 
like a drunken man, reel through tlie waters, 
pursued by that shrill scold the wind. Worked 
at my handkerchief^ and read aloud to them 
Mrs. Jameson’s book. * * * 

Set my foot half into a discussion about Portia, 
but withdrew it in time. Lord bless us ! wliat 
foul nonsense people do talk, and what much 
fouler nonsense it is to answer them. Got 
very sick, and lay on the gi’ound till dinner- 
time; went to table, but withdrew again while it 
was yet in my power to do so gracefully. Lay on 
the floor all the evening, singing for very sea- 
sickness; suddenly it occurred to me, that it was 
our last Saturday night on board; whereupon 1 
indited a song to the tune of “ To Ladies’ eyes 
around, boys” — and having duly instructed Mr. 
— — how to speak the speech,” we went to sup- 
per. last— dear, dear, what is there in 
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that woi'd ! I doii^t know one of this ship^s com- 
pany, don* t care for some of them — I have led 
a loathsome life in it for a month past, and yet 
the last Saturday night seemed half sad to me. 

Mr. sang my song and kept my secret : the 

song was encored, and my father innocently 
demanded the autlior ; I gave him a tremendous 
pinch, and looked very silly. Merit, like min- 
der, will out; so 1 fancy that when they drank 
the health of the author, the whole table was 
aware of the genius that sat among them. They 
afterwards sang a clever pai'ody of To all ye 

ladies now at land,” by Mr. — , the canny 

Scot,” who has kept himself so tjuiet all tlio way. 
Came to bed at about hall-past twelve; while un- 
dressing, T heard the captain come down stairs 
and announce that we were clear of Nantucket 
shoal, and within one hundred and fifty miles of 
New York, which intelligence was received with 
three cheers. They continued to sing and shout 
till very late. 


SATURDAY NIGHT SONG. 

Come fill the can again, boys. 

One parting glass, one parting glass ; 

Ere we shall meet again, boys. 

Long years may pass, long years may pass. 
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We’ll drink the gallant bark, boys, 

That’s borne us through, that ’s borne us through. 
Bright waves and billows dark, boys. 

Our ship and crew, our ship and crew.. 

We’ll drink those eyes that bright, boys. 

With smiling ray, with smiling ray. 

Have shone like stars to light, boys. 

Our wat’ry wa}^ our wat’ry way. 

We’ll drink our English home, boys. 

Our father land, our father land. 

And the shores to which we ’re come, boys, 

A sister strand, a sister strand. 

Sundaj/^ Sejdcin/jer 2d, 

Hose at halt-past six: the sun was shining 

brilliantly ; woke H and wont on dt'ck witli 

her- The morning w.as glorious, the sun had 

risen two hours in the sky, the sea was cut 

by a strong breeze, and curled into ridges that 

came like emerald banks crowned with golden 
spray round our ship ; slie ^vas going through 

the water at nine knots an hour. T sat and 

watched the line of light tliat lay like a fairy 
road to the east — towards my country, my dear, 

dear home. * ^ ^ ^ 

* * * * * 

Breakfasted at table for the first time since 

Tve been on board the ship —I did hope, the 



42 


JOUBKAt,. 


last. - After breakfast, put my tilings to rights, 
tidied our cabin for prayera, and began look- 
ing out the lessons; while doing so, the joy- 
ful sound, Liand, land !” was heard aloft. I 
rushed on deck, and between the blue waveless 
sea, and the bright unclouded sky, lay the wished- 
for line of darker element. ’T was Long Island : 
through a glass I descried the undidations of 
the coast, and even the trees that stood relieved 
against the sky. Hail, strange land ! my heart 
greets you coldly and sadly ! Oh, how I thought 
of Columbus, as with eyes strained and on 
tiptoe our water-weary passengers stood, after a 
summer’s sail of thirty days, welcoming their 
mother earth ! The day was heavenly, though 
intensely hot, the sky utterly cloudless, anti by 
that same token, I do not love a cloudless sky. 
They tell me tliat this is their American weather 
almost till Christmas; that’s nice, for those who 
like frying. Commend me to dear England’s 
soft, rich, sad, harmonious skies and foliage — com- 
mend me to the misty curtain of silver vapour 
that hangs over her September woods at morning, 
and shrouds them at night; — in short, I am 
home-sick before touching land. After lunch, 
my father read prayers to us, and that excellent 
sermon of dear Mr, Tlmrstone’s on taking the 
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sacrament. After prayers, came on deck; tliere 
were two or three saiJs in sight — liailed a 
schooner which passed us — bad news of the 
cholera — pleasant this — walked about, collected 
goods and chattels, wrote journal, spent some 
time in seeing a couple of geese take a sea- 
s^im with strings tied to their legs. After din- 
ner, sat in -my cabin some time — walked on 
deck; when the gentlemen joined us we danced 
the sun down, and the moon up. The sky wiis 
like the jewel-shop of angels ; I never saw. such 
brilliant stars nor so deep an azure to luiiig 
them ill. The moon was grown jiowerfiil, and 
flooded tlie deck, where we sal playing at blind 
man’s bufl^ magic music, and singing, and talking 
of shore till midnight, when we came to bed. I 
must not forget how happy an omen greeted us 
this morning. As we stood watching the “doZee 
color di oriental zajffiro” one of the wild wood 
pigeons of America flew round our mizen-mast, 
and alighted on the toi>-sail yard; — this was the 
first living creature which welcomed us to the 
New World, and it pleased my superstitious 
fancy. I would have given any thing to have 
caught the bird, but after resting itself awhile, 
it took flight again and left us. We were talking 
to-day to one of our steerage passe^igers, a Hud- 
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dersfielcl .^jianufiicturer, going out in quest of a 
living, with five children of his own to take care 
of, and two nephews,. The father of the latter, 
said our Yorkshireman, having married a second 
time, and these poor children being as it were 
“ thristen (thrust) out into the world loike — whoy 
oi jist took care of them.” Verily, verily, he 
will have his reward — these tender mercies of 
the poor to one another are beautiful, and most 
touching. 


Mondai/i Se2)temher Qd. 

I had desired the mate to call me by sunrise, 
and accordingly, in the midst of a very sound and 
satisfactory sleep, Mr. Curtis shook me roughly by 
the arm, informing me that the sun was just about 
to rise. The glorious god was quicker at his 
toilet than I at mine ; for though I did but put on 
a dressing-gown aiid cloak, I found him come out 
of his eastern chamber, arrayed like a bridegroom, 

without a single beam missing. I called H 1 

and we remained on deck watching the clouds like 
V isions of brightness' and beauty, enchanted crea- 
ti ons of some strange spell-land — at every moment 
assiuning more fantastic shapes and gorgeous tints. 
Dark rocks seemed to rise, wdth dazzling sum- 
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mils of light, pale lakes of purest blue spread 
here and there between — the sun now shining 
through a wliite wreath of floating silver, now 
firing, with a splendour that the eye shrank from, 
die edges of some black cloudy mass. Oh, it 
was surpassing ! — We were becalmed, however, 
which rather damped all our spirits, and half 
made die captain sAvear. Towards mid-day we 
had to thank Heaven for an incident. A brig liad 
been standing aft against the horizon for some 
hours past, and we presently descried a boat 
rowing from her towards us. The distance was 
some five miles, the sun broiling, we telescoped 
and stood on tijjtoe, they rowed stoutly, and in 
due time boarded us. She was an English brig 
from Bristol, had been out eleven weeks, distrc'ssed 
by contrary winds, and was in want of provisions. 
The boat’s crew was presently surrounded, grog 
was giA'en the men, porter to the cai)tain and 
his companion. Our dear captain supplied them 
with every thing they wanted, and our poor steer- 
age passengers sent tlieir mite to the distressed 
crew in the shape of a sack of potatoes; they 
remained half an hour on board, we clustering 
round them, questioning and answering might 
and main. As H— - ■ said, they were new faces 
at least, and though two of the mdst ill-favoured 



40 


JOURNAL. 


physiognomies I ever set eyes on, there was some- 
thing refreshing even in their ugly novelty. After- 
this the whole day was one of continual excitement, 
nearing die various points of land, greeting ves- 
sels passing us, and watching those bound on the 
same course. At about four o’clock a schooner 
came alongside with a news collector ; he was half 
devoured with queries ; news of the cholera, re- 
ports of the tariff and bank questions were loudly 
demanded: poor people, how anxiously tliey 

looked for replies to the first ! Mr. ^ upon 

whose arm I leant, turned pale as death while 
asking how it had visited Boston. Poor fellow ! 
poor people all ! my heart ached with their anxiety. 
As the evening darkened, the horizon became 
studded with sails ; at about eight o’clock ive 
discovered the Highlands of Neversink, the en- 
trance to New York haihour, and presently the 
twin lights of Sandy Hook glimmered against 
the sky. We were all in high spirits, a fresh 
breeze had sprung up, we were making rapidly to • 
land ; tlie lovely ship, with all sail set, com’tesying 
along the smooth waters. The captain alone- 
seemed anxious, and 'was eagerly looking out for 
the pilot. Some had gathered to the ship’s side, 

to watch the progress of Colonel ^ who had 

left us and gone into the news-boat, which was. 
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dancing like a fairy by the side of our dark vessel. 
Cheering resounded on all sides, rockets were 
fired from the ship’s stei n, we were all dancing, 
when suddenly a cry was echoed round of “ A 
pilot, a pilot!” and close under the ship’s side 
a light graceful little seliooner shot like an arrow 
through the dim twilight, followed by a universal 
huzza; she tacked, and lay to, but proved only a 
news-boat : while, however, all were gathered 
round the collector, the pilot-boat came alongside, 
and the pilot on board ; the captain gave up the 
cares and glories of command, ami wo danced an 
interminable country dance. All was ex(*iteinent 

and joyous confusion ; poor Mr. iUone seemed 

smitten with sudden anxiety ; the cholera rej)orts 
had filled him with alarm, lest his agent should 
have died, and his afiairs on his arrival be in 
confusion and ruin — poor fellow ! 1 was very sorry 
for him. We went down to supper at ten, and 
were very merry, in spite of the ship’s bumping 
twice or thi'ice upon the sands. Came up and 
dawdled upon deck — saw them cast anchor ; away 
went the chain, down dropj)ed the heavy stay, the 
fair ship swung roimd, and there lay new York 
before us, with its clustered lights shining like 
a distant constellation against tlie dark outline of 
land. Remained on deck till very late — were 
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goin^ to bed, when the gentlemen entreated us to 
join their party once more ; we did so, sang all the 
old songs, laughed at all the old jokes, drank our 
own and each other’s health, wealth, and pro- 
sperity, and came to bed at two o’clock. Our cradle 
rocks no longer, but lies still on the still waters ; 
we have reached our destination ; tliank God ! I 
did so with all my soul. 


Tuesday^ September Athf 
New YorA, America. 

It is true, by my faith I it is true ; there it is 
written, hei’c I sit, I am myself and no other, 
this is New York and nowhere else — Oh ! ‘‘sin- 
gular, strange I ” Our passengers were all stirring 
and about at peep of day, and I got up myself at 
half past six. Trunks lay scattered in every 
direction around, and all were busily preparing to 
leave the good ship Pacific. Mercy on us I 
it made me sad to leave her and my shipmates. 
I feel like a wretch swept down a river to the 
open sea, and catch at the last boughs that hang 
over die banks to stay me from that wide loneli- 
ness. The morning was real Manchester. 1 be- 
lieve some of the passengers had brought the fog 
and rain in their Englbh clothes, which they 
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were all putting on, together with host hats, 
dandy cravats, &c. — to make a A foir 

huii^ over tlie sliores of Staten Island and l^ong 
Island, in spite of Avhicb, and a dreaiy, lioa\y, 
thick i-ain, I tlioiio'lit the hilly outline of the tbr- 
mer very beautiful; the trees and grass were 
rather sunburnt, but in a fair spring day I sliould 
think it must be loverly. We breakfasted, and 
packed ourselves into our shawls and bonnets, 
and at half-past nine the steam-boat came along- 
side to take us to shore: it was diflen^nt from 
any Knglish steam-boat I evi^r saw, halving three 
decks, anid being consi*(piently ai vessel of very 
eonsidt'raible size. We got on board lier all in 
the rain and misery, and us wo drifted on, our 
passengers collectt'd to the side of tlu^ boat and 
gave The di'ar old Lady” three cheers. Poor 
ship ! there she hxy — all sails reefed, rocking in 
melancholy inaction, deserted by her merry in- 
mates, lonely and idle — poor Pacific ! 1 should 
like to return in that ship ; 1 would willingly skip 
a passage in order to do so. All were looking at 
the shores ; some wondering and admiring, others 
recognising through the rain and mist, as best 
theyjnight; I could not endure to lift my eyes 
to the strange land, and even had I done so, was 
crying too bitterly to see any thing. Mr. 

VOL. I. D 
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and Mr. - went to secure apartments for us 
at the American Hotel ; and after bidding good" 
by to the sea, we packed ourselves into a hack- 
ney coach, and progressed. The houses are al- 
most all painted glaring white or red ; the other 
favourite colours appear to be pale straw colour 
and grey. Tliey have all green Venetian shutters, 
which give an idea of coolness, and almost every 
house has a tree or trees in its vicinity, whidi 
looks pretty and garden-like. We reached our 
inn, — the gentlemen were waiting for us, and led 
us to our drawing-room. I had been choking for 
die last three hours, and could endure no more, 
but sobbed like a wretch aloud. * * 

« • W # 

There was a pituio in the room, to which I flew 
with the appetite of one who has lived on the 
music of the spo.iking-trumpet for a month ; that, 
and some iced lemonade and cake, presently re- 
stored my spirits. I went on playing and sing- 
ing till I was exhausted, and then sat down and 
wrote journal. Mr. ■ — went out and got me 
Sir Humphry Davy’s Salmonia, wliich 1 liad been 
desiring, and he had been speaking of on board 
ship. 

At five o’clock we all met once more together 
to dinner. 'Our drawing-room being large and 
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pleasant, the table was laid in it. 'T is curious 
how an acquaintanceship of thirty days has con- 
trived to bind together in one common feeling 
of kindness and good-fellowship persons who never 
met before, who may never meet again. To- 
moiTow w'e all separatp to betake ourselves each 
to our several path; and as if loath to part 
company, they all .agreed to meet once more on 
the eve of doing so, probably for ever. How 
strongly this clinging principle is inherent in our 
nature ! These men liave no fine sympathies of 
artificial creation, and this exhibition of adhe- 
sivnifsis is in them a real .and heart-sprung feel- 
ing. It touched me — indeed it m.ay well do so ; 
for frientls of thirty days are better than utter 
strangers, and when these my shipmates shall be 
scattered abroad, there will be no human being 
left ne.ar us whose face we know, or whoso voice 
is familiar to us. Our dinner was a favourable 
specimen of eating as practised in this new 
world; every thing good, only in too great a 
profusion, the wine drhikable, and the fruit 
beautiful to look at: in point of flavour it was 
infinitely inferior to English hothouse fruit, or 
even fine espalier fruit raised in a good aspect. 
Every thing was wrapped in ice, which is a most 
Invnrinna necessary in this hot climate ; but the 
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things were put on the table in a slovenly, out- 
landish fashion; fish, soup, and meat, at once, 
and puddings, and tarts, and cheese, at another 
once ; no finger glasses, and a patched table- 
cloth, — in short, a want of that style and neat- 
ness which is found in every hotel in England. 
The waiters, too, reminded ns of the half-savage 
Highland lads that used to torment us under that 
denomination in Glasgow — only that they were 
wild Irish instead of wild Scotch. The day had. 
cleared, and become intensely hot, towards even- 
ing softening and cooling under the serene in- 
fluences of tlui loveliest moon imaginable. The 
streets were brilliantly lighti'd, the shops through 
the trees, and the people parading between them, 
reminded me very much of the Boulevards. We 
left the gentlemen, and went down stairs, where 
I played and sang for three hours. On oj)ening 
die door, I found a junta of men sitting on the 
hall floor, round it, and smoking. Came up for 
coffee ; most of the gentlemen were rather elated, 
— we sang, and danced, and talked, and seemed 
exceeding loath to say good-by. I sat listening 
to the dear Doctor’s theory of the nature of 
die soul, which savoured infinitely more of the 
spirituality of the bottle dian of immaterial exist- 
ences. I heard him descant very dpsily upon 
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the vital principle, until my fatigue getting fairly 
the better of my affection for him, I bade our 
remainmg guests good night, and came to bed. 


fVahiesdai/f ‘dh. 

1 have been in a sulky lit half the day, because 
people will keep walking in and out of our room, 
without leave or licence, which is coming a great 
deal too soon to Hope’s idea of II<*aven. I am 
delighted to see my friends, but I like to tell them 
so, and not tluit they should take it for granted. 
When 1 made my appearance in my dressing 
gown, (my clothes not being come, and the tlay 
too hot for a silk pelisse,) great was my amazement 
to find our whole ship’s company assembled at the 
table. After breakfast they dispersed, and I sat 
writing jounial, and playing, ami singing. (.k)lo- 

nel' and Mr. called. Our Boston 

friends leave us to-day lor their homes. I am 

sorry to lose them, though I think H will bo 

the better for rest. Mrs. called to see D — 

to-day. I remember her name, its one of the first 

things I do remember. A visit from a Mr. , 

one of the directors of the Custom-House, and 

W— — — P , brother tcj the prpprietor of the 

Park dteatrc, who is a lawyer of considerable re- 

D 3 



54 


JOURNAL. 


putation here. The face .of the first was good, the 
other’s clever. I said nothing, as usual, and let 
them depart in peace. We dined at half-past two, 

with the H s and Mr. . At half-past 

three we walked down to the quay to convoy them 
to tlieir steamboat, which looked indeed like a 
** castle on the main.” We saw them on board, 
went down and looked at the state cabin, which 
was a magnificent room, and would liave done 
charmingly for a galoppade. We bade our new 
friends, whom I like better than some old ones, 
good-by, and wjilked briskly on to the battery, to 
see them as they passed it. The sun was intensely 
hotj and as I struggled foi'ward, hooked up to this 
young Sheffield giant, I thought we were the liv- 
ing illustration of Hood’s “ Long and Short” of 
it. We gained the battery, and saw the steam-boat 
round ; our travellers kept the deck w'ith “ hat 
and glove and handkerchiet^’ as long as we could, 
see tliem. This batteiy is a beautiful marine pa- 
rade, commanding the harbour and entrance of 
the bay, with Governoi’’s Island, and its dusky red 
fort, and the woody shores of New Jersey and 
Long Island. A sort of public promenade, formed 
of grass plots, planted with a variety of trees, 
affords a very agreeable j>ositiou from whence to 
enjoy the lovely view. My companion informed 
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me that this vvas a fiishioiiable resoi't some time 
ago; but owing to its being frequented by the 
lowest and dirtiest of the rabble, who in this land 
of liberty roll themselves on the grass, and other- 
wise annoy the more respectable portion of the 
promonaders, it has been much deserted lately, 
and is now only traversetl by the higher classes as 
a thoroughfare. The trws anil grass were vividly 
and luxuriantl}'^ gi*een; but the latter grew rank 
and long, unshorn and untidy. “ Oh,” thought I, 
“ for a pair of Knglish shears, to make these green 
carpets as smooth and soft and thick as the close 
piled Genoa velvet.” It looked neglected and 
slovenly. Game home up Ilroailway, which is a 
long street of tolerable widtli, full of shops, in 
short the American Oxford lload, where all people 
go to exhibit themselves and examine others. The 
women that I have seen hitherto have all been 
very gaily dressed, with a pretension to French 
style, and a more than Knglish exaggeration of it. 
They all api>ear to me to walk with a French 
- shuffle, which, as their pavements are flat, I can 
only account for by their wearing shoes made in 
the French fashion, which are enough in them- 
selves to make a waddler of the best walker that 
ever set foot to earth. Two or three were pretty 
girls ; but the town being quite empty, these arp 
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probably bad specimens of the graces and charms 
that adorn Broadway in its season of sliining. 
Came home and had tea ; after which my father, 
I, and Mr. ■ — — crossed the Park (a small bit of 
grass enclosed in white palings, in plain ^English, 
a green) to the theatre. Wallack was to act in 
the Rent Day. Mercy, how strange I felt as I 
once more set foot in a theatre ; the sound of tlie 
applause set my teeth on edge. The house is 
pretty though rather gloomy, well formed, about 
the size of the Haymarket, with plenty of gold 
carving, and red silk about it, looking rich and 
warm. The axidience was considerable, but all 
men; scarce, I should think, twenty women in the 
dress circle, where, by the by, as well as in the 
private boxes, J sjiw men sitting with their hats 
on. The Rent Day is a thorough melodrama, 
only the German monster has put on a red waist- 
coat and top boots. Natliless this is a good thing 
of a bad sort : the incidents, though not all pro- 
bable, or even as skilfully tacked together as they 
might be, are striking and dramatically effective, 
and tlie whole piece turns on those home feelings, 
those bitterest realities of every-tlay life, that wring 
one’s heart, beyond the pain that one allows works 
of fiction to excite. As for the imitation of Wil- 
kie’s pictures, tlie first was very pretty, but the 
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second I did not see, my face being buried in my 
handkerchief, besides liaving a quarter less seven 
fathom of tears over it, at the time* I cried lllOSt 
bitterly during the whole piece; for as in his very 
first scene Wallack asks his wift* if she will w'ith 
him to America, and she replies, “ What ! leave 
thefistrm ?” I set off from thence and ceased no 
more. The manager’s wile and another woman 
w ere in the box, w'hicli w as his, aiul I thougfft we 
should have carried away the front of it wath our 
tears. Wallack played achnirably : 1 had never 
seen him before, and wras greiatly delighted with 
his acting. 1 thought him handsome of a rustic 
kind, the very thing for the part he playc‘d, a fine 

English yeoman : he remiiifled me of . At 

tlie end of the play, came home wdlli a tremendous 
headache : sat gossiping and drinking lemonade. 
Presently a tap at the door canu‘, and through the 

door came Mr. . I shook hands with him, 

and began expatiating on the impertinence of 
pe^ople’s not enquiring down stairs w^liether w'e 
were at home or not before they came up — I 

don’t believe he took my idea. Mr. came in 

to bid ns good-by : he starts to-nuwrow for Balti- 
more. He is a nice, good-tempered young Irish- 
man, with more tongue than brains, but still clever 
enough : I am sorry he is going. Came to bed- 
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room at eleven, remained up till one, unpacking 
goods and chattels. Mercy on me, what a cargo 
it is ! They have treated us like ambassadors, 
and not one of our one and twenty huge boxes 
have beeii touched. 


Thursdai/y Gth. 

Rose at eiglit. After breakfast, began writing 
to my brother; while doing so they brought 

up Captain ^*s and Mr. ’s cards. I 

was delighted to see our dear Captain again, 
who, in spite of his glorious slip-slop, is a glo- 
rious fellow. They sat some time. Colonel 

called, — he walks my father off' his legs. When 
they were all gone, finished letter and wi'ote 
journal. Unpacked and sorted things. Opened 
with a trembling heart ray bonnet box, and found 
my precious Dixty scpieezed to a crush — I pulled 
it out, rebowed, and reblonded, and reflowered it, 
and now it looks good enough “ pour les thawv- 
ages mam^/telle Fannie.” Worked at my muslin 
gown; in short, did a deal. A cheating German 
woman came here this morning with some be- 
witching canezous and pelerines : I chose two that 
I wanted, and one very pretty one that I didn’t; 
but as she asked a heathen price for ’em, 1 took 
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only the former ; — dear good little me ! * We 
dined at five. After dinner, sang and platted 
to my father, all by the light of the moon.” 
The evening was, as the day had been, lovely; 
and as 1 stood by his side near the ojien window, 
and saw him inhaling the pure fresh air, which he 
said invigorated and revived him, and heard him 
exclaim upon the beauty of our surroundings, half 
of my regret for this exile melted away. * 

# * oi* * 

# 

lie said to me, Is there not l eason to be grate- 
ful to God, when vve look at these fair things?” — 
ami indeed, imleed, there is: yet lhi*se things are 
not to me what they were. He told me that he had 
begun a song on board ship for the last Saturday 
night, but that not feeling well lie had given it up, 
but the very same ideas I had made use of had 

occurred to him. * * * 

# * * * 

* I do not know how it is to be accounted for, but in spite 
of much lighter duties, every article of dress, particularly 
silks, embroideries, and all French manufactures, are more 
expensive here than in England. The cxtrav^igance of the 
American women in this part of their expenditure is, con- 
sidering the average fortunes of this country, quite extraor- 
dinary. They never walk in the streets but in the most 
showy and extreme toilette, and I have known twenty, forty, 
and sixty dollars paid for a bonnet to wear in a morning 
saunter up Broadway. 
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This is not surprising; the ideas were so ob- 
vious' that there was no escaping them. My 
father is ten years younger since he came here, 

already. * * # # * 

* * * * # 

Colonel came in after tea, and took my 

father oiF to the 13ow'ery theatre. I remained 
with D singing, and stitching, and gossip- 

ing till twelve o’clock. My father has beuu in- 
troducetl to half tin? town, and tells me that fer 
from till' democratic Mistt-.r, which he expected 
to be every man’s title here, he had made the 
acquaintance of a score of municipal dignitaries, 
and some sixty colonels and major-generals — of 
militia. Their omnibuses are vehicles of rank, 
and the Washington, Clinton, and Van 

liensalear*, rattle their crazy bones along the 
pavement for all the world like any other old 
women of quality. 

Tliese democrats are as title-sick as a banker’s 
wife in England. My father told me to-day, that 

Mr. , talking about the state of the country, 

spoke of the lower orders finding their level : 
now this enchants me, because a republic is a 
natural anomaly ; tljere is nothing republican in 
the construction of the material universe ; there 

* These are the titles of three omnibuses which run up 
and down Broadway all the day long. 
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be highlands and lowlands, lordly mountains as 
barren as any aristocracy, and lowly valleys as 
productive as any labouring chisses. The fettling 
of rank, of inequality, is inherent in us, a part of 
the veneration of our natnri's; and like most of 
our properties seldom finds its right channels — 
in place of which it has created artificial ones 
suited to the frame of society into Avhich the civil- 
ised world has formed itself. I believe in my 
heart that a rc^public is the noblest, highest, and 
purest form of government; but I belitwe that 
according to the present disposition ol* human 
creatures, 't is a mere beau ideal, totally incapable 
of r<‘alisation. What the world may be fit for six 
hundred years hence, I cannot exactly perceive* ; 
but ill the mean time, 't is luy conviction that Aimi- 
rica will be a monarchy lielbre I am a skeleton. 

One of the curses of living at an inn in this un- 
ceremonious land: — Dr. walked in this even- 

ing accompanied bj'' a gentleman, wlioin he forth- 
with introduced to us. I heliaved very »V/, as I 
always do on these occasions ; but ’t is au imper- 
tinence, and I shall take good care to certify such to 
be my opinion of these free and cosy jiroceediiigs. 
Tlie man had a silly manner, but he may be a 
genius for all that. He abused General Jackson^ 
and said the cholera was owung to his presidency; for 
that Clay hud predicted, that when he came into 
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power, battle, pestilence, and famine, would come 
upon the land: which prophecy finds its accomplish- 
ment thus: they have had a war with the In- 
dians, the cholera has raged, and the people, fly- 
ing from the infected cities to the countiy, have 
eaten lialf the fanners out of house and home. 
Tlus hotel reminds me most extremely of our 
“iligant” and untidy apartments in dear, nasty 
Dublin, at the Sheibourne. The paper in our 
bed-room is half peeling from the walls, our beds 
are without curtains, then to bo sure there are 
pier looking-glasses, and one or two pieces of 
showy French furniture in it. ’T is customary, 
too, hero, I find, for men to sleep three or four in 
a room; conceive an Englislmiaii shown into a 
dormitory for half-a-dozen ; I can’t think how 
they endure it; but, howevei', I have a fever at 
all those things. My father asked me, this even- 
ing, to write a sonnet about the wild pigeons 
welcoming us to America; 1 had thought of it 
with scribbling intent before, but he wants me 
to get it up here, and tliat sickened me. 


Friday y 7 th. 

Rose at eight : after breakfast tidied my dres»- 
ing-box, mended and tucked my white muslin 
gown — wrote journal : while doing so. Colonel 
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— ■ came to take leave of us for a fow days; lie is 

going to join his wife in the country. Mr. 

called and roiiuiined some time; while he was 

here, the waiter brought me word that a Mr. 

wanted to see me, I sent wor<l clown that my 
father was out, knowing no such pc'rson, and sup- 
posing the waiter had mistaken whotu he askt‘d 
for; but the genthmian persisted in seeing me, and 
presently in walked a good-looking I'lderly )nan, 

who introduced himself as Mr. , to whom my 

father had Ic'tters of introduction. lie sat himself 
down, and potterc'd a little, and then wc^nt away. 

Wlcen ho was gone, Mr. infornu‘d me that 

this was one of the. nu‘n ol* New Y(*rk, in point of 
wealth, influence, and consideration. lie had 
been a great auctioneer, but liad retirc'd from 
business, having, among his otlier honours, filled 
the ollice of Mayor of New York. My fathei* and 

Mr. W’cnt to put our letlei’s in the post : I 

practised and necdle-workc.*d till dinner-time ; 
after dinner, as I stood at the window looking at 
tlie lovely sky, and the brilliant earth, a curious 
effect of light struck me. Within a hundred yards 
of each other, the Town Hall lay, with its white 
walls glowing in the sunset, while the tall grey 
church-steeple was turning pale in the clear moon- 
light. That Town Hall is a white-washed anomaly. 
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and yet its effect is not altogether bad. I took a 
bath at tlie house behind it, which is very con- 
veniently arranged for that purpose, with a French 
sort of gallery,- all papered with the story of 
Psyche in lead-coloured paper, that reminded me 
of the doughy immortals I used to admire so much, 
at the inns at Abbeville and Montreuil. The 
house was kept by a foreigner — I knew it. My 
father proposed to \is a walk, and we accordingly 
sallied forth. We walked to the end of Broadway, 
a distance of two miles, I should think, and then 
back again. The evening was most lovely. ITie 
moon was lighting the whole upper sky, but every 
now and then, as we crossed the streets that led 
to the river, we cauglit glimpses of the water, and 
woody banks, and the sky that hung over them ; 
which iUl were of that deep orange tint, that I 
never saw, but in Claude’s pictures. After walk- 
ing nearly a mile up Broadway, we came to Canal 
Street : it is broader and liner-than any I have yet 
seen in New York ; and at one end of it, a Chris- 
tian church, copied from some Pagan temple or 
odier, looked exceedingly well, in the full flood of 
silver light that streamed from heaven. There 
were many temptations to look around, but the 
flags were so horribly broken and out of order, 
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that to do so was to run the risk of breaking one’s 
neck : — this is very bad.* Tlie street was very 
much thronged, and I thought the crowd a more 
civil and orderly one, than an Knglish crowd. 
The men did not jostle or push one another, or 
tread upon one’s feet, or kick down one’s shoe 
heels, or crush one’s bonnet into one’s face, or 
turn it round upon one’s head, all which I have 
seen done in London streets. 'I’here is this to be 
said : this crowd was abroad merely I'or pleasure, 
sauntering along, which is a thing never scvn in 
London ; the pro|X)rtion of idle loungers who fre- 
quent the streets there being veiy inconsiderable, 
when compared with the number of people going 
on business through the town. I observed that 
the young men to-night invariably made room for 
women to pass, and many of them, as they drew 
near us, took the segar from their mouth, which, J 
thought especially courteous, f They were |l^ 

* The New Yorkers have bc^Hn to see the evil of their 
waj-s, as far as regards their carriagc-road in Broadway ; — 
which is now partly Macadamised. It is devoutly to be 
hoped, that the worthy authorities will soon have as much 
compassion on the feet of their fcllow-cidzens, as they have 
begun to have for their brutes. 

The roughness and want of refinement, which is Inti- 
mately complained of in this country is often however miti- 
gated by instances of civility, which would not be found 
commonly elsewhere. As I have noticed above, the demean- 
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smoking, to a man, except those who were spitting, 
which helped to remind me of Paris, to which the 
whole place bore a slight resemblance. The shops 
appear to me to make no show whatever, and will 
not bear a comparison with tlie brilliant display of 
the Parisian streets, or the rich magnificence of 
our own, in that respect. The women dress very 
much, and very much like French women gone 
mad; they all of them seem to me to walk horribly 
ill, as if they wore tight shoes. Came in rather 
tired, took tea, sang an immensity, wi*ote journal, 
looked at the peerless moon, and now will go to 
bed. 


Saturday^ Qth. 

Stitching the whole blessed day ; and as I have 
now no maid to look after them, my clothes run 
some chance of being deccmtly taken care ofj and 
kept in order. Mr. and his daughter called ; 


our of men towards women in the streets is infinitely more 
courteous here than with us ; women can walk, too, with 
perfect safety, by themselves, either in New York, Philadel- 
phia, or Boston : on board the steam-boats no person sits 
down to table until the ladies are accommodated with seats ; 
and I have myself in church benefited by the civility of men 
who have lefi; their pew, and stood, during the whole service 
in' order to afibrd me room. 
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I like him; lie appears very intelligent; and the 
expression of his countenance is clever and agree- 
able. His daughter was dressed up in French 
clothes, and looked very stilf; but, however, a 
first visit is an awkward thing, and nothing that 
isn’t thorough-bred ever does it tpiitewell. When 

they were gone, Mr. called. By tin* by, of 

Mr. , while he was speaking, he came to the 

word calculate, and stopjiing halfway, substituted 
another for it, which made me laugh internally. 
Mercy on me ! how son* all these people are about 
Mrs. Trollope’s book, and how glad I am I did 
not read it. Slu* must have spoken the truth 
though, for lies do not rankle so. 

“ Qui no nous toucliu |>oiiit, ne nous fait pus rongir.” 

Worked till dinner-time. dined with us: 

what a handsome man he is ; but oh, what a with- 
in and without actor. 1 wonder whether 1 carry 
such a brand in every limb and look of me ; if I 
thought so, I ’d strangle invself. An actor shall be 
self-convicted in five hiindretl. There is a cease- 
less striving at effect, a sti'aining after ^joints in 
talking, and a lamp and orange-peel twist iii every 
action. How odious it is to me ! Absolute and 
unmitigated vulgai'ity I can put up with, and 
welcome ; but good Heaven defend me from the 
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genteel version of vulgarity, to see which in per- 
fectioh, a country actor, particularly if he is also 
manager, and sees occasionally people who be- 
speak plays, is your best occasion. My dear 
fatlier, who was a little elated, made me sing to 
liim, wliich I greatly gulped at. When he was 
gone, went on playing and singing. Wrote jour- 
nal, and now to bed. 1 ’m dead of the sideache. * 


SuTulai/t 9th. 

Rose at eight. While I was dressing, D 

went out of the room, and presently I heard 
sundry exclamations ; “ Good God, is it 3'ou ! 

How are you ? How have you been ?” I opened 
the door, and saw my uncle. * * 

After breakfast, went to church w'ith father : 
on our way thitherward, met the Doctor, and the 

Doctor’s friend, and Mr. , to whom I have 

taken an especial fanc}'. The chinch we went to 

* Saw a woman riding to^ay i..but she has gotten a black 
velvet beret upon her head. — Only think of a beret on horse- 
back ! The horses here are none of them properly broken ; 
their usual pace bmng a wrong-legged half-canter, or a species 
of shambling trot, denominated, with infinite justice, a rack. 
They are all broken with snaffles instead of curbs, carry their 
nosM out, and pull horribly ; 1 have not yet seen a decer '' 
rider, rither man or woman- 
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is situated half way between the Battery .and our 
hotel. It is like a chapel in the exterior, being 
quite plain, and standing close in among the 
houses ; the interior was large and perfectly 
simple. The town is filling, ami the church was 
well attended. ’Tis long since I have hoard the 
church service so well read ; w’ith so few vices of 
pronunciation, or vulgarisms of emphasis. Our 
own clergy are shamefully negligent in this point; 
and if Chesterfiehl’s maxim be a gt)0(l one in all 
cases, which it is, surely in the matter of the 
service of God’s house ’t is doubly so ; they lose 
an immense advantage, too, by their slovenly and 
careless way of tlelivering the prayers, which 
are in themselves so beautiful, sv> eloquent, so full 
of the very spirit of devotion ; that whereas, now, a 
congregation seems but to follow their leatler, in 
gabbling them over as they do; were they so- 
lemnly, devoutly, and impressively read, many 
would feel and undcrstantl, what they now rejieat 
mechanically, without attaching one idea to the 
words they utter. There was no clerk to assist 
in the service, and the congregation were as neg- 
lectful of the directions in the prayer-book, and as 
indolent and remiss in uttering the responses, as 
they are in our own churches ; indeed, the absence 
of the clerk made the inaudibility of the congre* 
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gation’s portion of the service more palpable than 
it is with us. The organ and chanting were very 
good; infinitely superior to the performances of 
those blessed little parish cherubim, who mono* 
polise the praises of God in our churches, so 
much to the suffering of all good Christians not 
favoured with deafness. The service is a little 
altered — all prayers for our King, Queen, House 
of Lords, Parliament, &c., of course omitted ; in 
lieu of which, they pray for the President and all 
existing authorities. Sundry repetitions of the. 
Lord’s Prayer, and other passages, wei’e left out ; 
they correct our English, too, substituting the 
more modern phraseology of thosey for the dear 
old-fashioned themy which our prayer-book uses: 
as, ** spare thou Ihoscy O God,” instead of ** spare 
thou thetriy O God, which confess their faults.” 
Wherever the word wealth occurs, too, these 
zealous purists, connecting that word with no idea 
but dollars and cents, have replaced it by a term 
more acceptable to their comprehension, — pros- 
perity, — therefore they say, ” In all time of our 
prosperity, (f. e. wealth,) in all time of our tribu- 
lation,” &c. I wonder how these gentlemen 
interpret the word commonwealth, or whether, 
in the course of their reading, they ever met. .with, 
the word deprived of the final th ; and if so, what 



JOURNAL. 


71 


they imagined it meant.* Our prayers were de- 
sired for some one putting out to sea ; and a very 
touching supplication to that effect was read, in 
which I joined with all my heart. The sermon 
would have been good, if it had been squeezed 
into half the compass it occupied ; it was upon the 
subject of the late terrible visitations with which 
God has tried the world, and was sensibly and 
well delivered, only it had damnable iteration.” 
The day was like an oven ; after church, came 

home. Mr. called, also Mr. , the 

Boston manager, who is longer than any iiuman 
being I ever saw. Presently after, a visit from 

his honour the Recorder,” a twaddling old 

lawyer by the name of , and a silent young. 

gentleman, his son. They were very droll. The 
lawyer talked the most; at every half sentence, 
however, quoting, complimenting, or appealing to 
** his honour the Recorder,” a little, good-tem- 
pered, turnippy-looking man, who called me a 
female ; and who, the other assured me, was the 

* The spirit of independence, which is the common atmo- 
spheric air of America, penetrates into the chdrehes, as well 
as elsewhm%. In Boston, I have heard the Apostles’ creed 
mutilated and altered ; once by the omission of the passage 
'* descended into hell,” and another time, by the substitu- 
tion of the 'words " descended into the place of departed 
spirits.” 
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Chesterfieldian of New, York (I don’t know pre- 
cisely what that means) ; what fun ! Again I 
had an opportunity of perceiving how thorough a 
chimera the equality is, that we talk of as Ameri- 
can. “ There ’s no such thing,” with a vengeance ! 
Here they were, talking of their aristocracy and 
democracy ; and I ’ra sure, if nothing else bore 
testimony to the inherent love of higher things 
which I believe exists in every human creature, 
the way in wliich the lawyer dwelt upon the Duke 
of Montrose, to whom, in Scotch kindred, he is 
allied at the distance of some miles, and Lady 
Loughborough, whom Heaven knows how he got 
hold of, would have satisfied me, that a my Lord, 
or my Lady, are just as precious in the eyes of 
these levellers, as in those of Lord and Lady- 
loving John Bull himself. They staid pottering a 
longtime. One thing his ** honour the Recorder” 
told me, which I wish to remember ; that the 
only way of preserving universal suffrage from 
becoming the worst of abuses, was of course to edu- 
cate the people*, for which purpose a provision is 

* Unfortunately, this precaution does not fulfil its pur- 
pose ; universal suifirage is a political fallacy : and will be one 
of the stumbling-blocks in the path of this country’s great- 
ness. I do not mean that it will lessen her wealth, or injure 

her commercial and financial resources; but it will be an in- 
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made by government; thus: ngrantofland isgiveily 
the revenue of which being estimated, the popula- 
tion of the State are taxed to precisely the same 
amount; thus furnishing, between tiie government 
and the people, an equal sum for the education of all 
classes.* I do nothing but look out of window 
all the blessed day long : I did not think in my 
old age to acquire so Jezebel a trick ; but the park 
(as they entitle the green opposite our windows) 
is so very pretty, and the streets so gay, with 
their throngs of smartly dressed women, and so 
amusing with their abundant proportion of black 


superublc bar to the progress of mental and intellectual cul> 
tivatioii — ’t is a plain case of action and rii-artioii. If the 
jnass^ i, e, the inferior portion, (for when was the mass not 
inferior elect their own governors, they will of course 
elect an inferior class of governors, and the government ol' 
such men will he an inferior government ; that it may be 
just, honest, and rational, I do not dispute; hut that it ever 
w'ill be enlarged, liberal, and highly enlightened, I do not, and 
cannot, believe. 

* I do not know, whether his honour the Uecorder’s in- 
formation applied only to the state of New York, or included 
all the others ; *t is not one of the least strange features, 
which this strange political process, the American govern- 
ment, presents, that each state is governed by its own laws ; 
thus forming a most involved and complicated whole, where 
each part has its own individual machinery ; or, to use a 
more celestial phraseology, its own particular system. 

£ 
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and white caricatures, that 1 find my window the 
most entertaining station in the world. Read 
Salmonia : the natural-history part of it is curi- 
ous and interesting ; but the local descriptions 
arc beyond measure tantalising ; and the “ bites,” 
five thousand times more so. Our ship-mate, 

Mr. , called : I was glad to see him. Poor 

man ! how we did reel him olF his legs to be 
sure, — what fuii it was! My father dined out : 

D and I dined tele-d-Ule. Poor ID 

has not been well to-day : she is dreadfully bitten 
by the musquitoes, whicii, I thank their discrim- 
ination, have a thorough contempt for me, and 
have not come near me : the only things that bother 
me are little black ants, which I find in my wash- 
hand basin, and running about in all directions. I 
think the quantity of fruit brings them into the 
houses. After dinner, sat looking at the blacks pa- 
rading up and down ; most of them in the height of 
the fashion, with every colour in the rainbow about 
them. Several of the black women I saw pass 
had very fine figures; (the women here appear to 
me to be remarkably small, my own being, I 
should think, the average height;) but the con- 
trast of a bright blue, or pink crape bonnet, with 
the black face, white teeth, and glaring blue 
whites of the eyes, is beyond description gro- 
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tesque. The carriages here ai*e all, to my taste, 
very ugly ; hung very high from the ground, and 
of all maimer of ungainly, old-fashioned shapes. 
Now this is where, I think, the Americans are to 
be quarrelled with : they are beginning at a time 
when all other nations are arrived at the highest 
point of perfection, in all matters conducive to 
the comfort and elegance of life: they go into 
these countries ; into France, into our own dear 
little snuggery, from whence they might bring 
models of whatever was most excellent, and give 
them to their own manufacturers, to imitate or 
improve upon. When I see these awkwartl, un- 
comfortable vehicles swinging through the streets, 
and think of the beauty, the comfort, the strength, 
and lightness of our English-built carriages and 
cabs, I am much surprised at the want of emu- 
lation and enterprise, which can be satisfied with 
inferiority, when equality, if not superiority, would 
be so easy.* At seven o’clock, D and I 

* Whoever pretends to write any account of “ Men and 
Manners” in America must expect to find his own work 
give him the lie in less than six months ; for both men and 
manners are in so rapid a state of progress diat no record of 
their ways of bring and doing would be foiin<I correct at the 
expiration of that term, however much so at the period of 
its writing. Broadway is not only partly Macadamised since 
first we arrived here, but there are actually to be seen in it 

E 2 
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walked out together. The evening was very 
beautiful) and we walked as far as Canal Street and 
back. During our promenade) two fire engines 
passed us, attended by the usual retinue of shout- 
ing children; this is about the sixth fire since 

yesterday evening. They are so frequent here, 
that the cry Fire, fire P’ seems to excite neither 
alarm nor curiosity, and except the above men- 
tioned pains-taking juveniles, none of the inha- 
bitants seem in the least disturbed by it.* We 
prosecuted our w'alk down to the Battery, but 
just, as we reached it, w'e had to return, as ^t was 
tea-time. I was sorry : the wliole scene was 
most lovely. The moon shone full upon the trees 
and intersecting walks of the promenade, and 
threw a bright belt of silver along the water’s 
edge. The fresh night w'ind came over the broad 
estuary, rippling it, and stirring the boughs with 
its delicious breath. A building, w'hich was once 


now, two or three carriages of decent build, with hammer- 
cloths, foot-boards, and even once or twice lately I have 
seen footmen standing on those foot-boards ! ! ! 

* Perhaps one reason for the perfect coolness with which 
a fire is endured in New York is the dexterity and courage 
of the firemen: they are, for the most part, respectable 
tradesmen's sons, who enlist in this service, rather than the 
militia ; and the vigilance and activity with which their duty 
is discharged deserves the highest praise. 
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a fort, from whence the Americans fired upon our 
ships, is now turned into a sort of cafc^ and was 
brilliantly lighted witli coloured lamps, shining 
among the trees, and reflected in the water. Tlie 
whole effect was pretty, and very Parisian. We 

came home, and had tea, after which Mr. 

came in. He told us, that we must not walk 
alone at night, for that we might get spoken to, 
and that a friend of his, seeing us go out without 
a man, had followed us the whole way, in order 
to see that nothing happene<l to us : this was very 
civil. Played and sang, and strove to make that 
stupid lad sing, but he was shy, and would not 
open his mouth, even the accustomed hair’s 
breadth. At about eleven he went away ; and we 
came to bed at twelve. 


Motulajjf lOM. 

Rose at eight. After breakfast wrote journal, 
and practised for an hour. called. I re- 

member taking a great fancy to him about eight 
years ago, when I was a little girl in Paris ; but, 
mercy, how he is aged ! I W'onder whether I am 
beginning to look old yet, for it seems to me that 
all the world ’s in wrinkles. My father went out 

£ 3 
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with him. Read a canto in Dante; also read 
through a volume of Bryant’s poetry, which Mr. 
— '■ had lent us, to introduce us to the American 
Parnassus. 1 liked a great deal of it very well ; 
and 1 liked the pervading spirit of it much more, 
which appears to me hopeful and bright, and what 
the spirit of a poet should be ; for in spite of all 
De Stael’s sayings, and Byron’s doings, 1 hold that 
melancholy is noi essentially the nature of a poet. 
Though instances may be adduced of great poets 
whose Helicon has been but a bitter well of tears, 
yet, in itselij the spirit of poetry appears to me to 
be too strong, too bright, too full of the elements 
of bcxiuty and of excellence, too full of God’s own 
nature, to be dark or desponding; and though 
from the very fineness of his mental constitution 
a poet shall suffer more intensely from the baseness 
and the bitterness which are the leaven of life, 
yet he, of all men, the most possesses the power 
to discover truth, and beauty, and goodness, where 
they do exist ; and where they exist not, to create 
them. If the clouds of existence are darker, its 
sunshine is also brighter to him ; and while others, 
less gifted, lose themselves in the labyrinth of life, 
his spirit should throw light upon the darkness, 
and he should walk in peace and faith over the 
stormy waters, and through the uncertain night; 
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Standing as ’t were above the earth, he views with 
clearer eyes its mysteries ; he finds in apparent 
discord glorious harmony, and to him the sum of 
all is good ; for, in God's works, good still abounds 
to the subjection of evil. 'T is this trustful spirit 
that seems to inspire Bryant, and to me, therefore, 
his poetry appears csscntiuliy good. There is not 
much originality in it. I scarce think there can be 
in poems so entirely descriptive : his descriptions 
are very beautiful, but there is some sameness in 
them, and he does not escape self-repetition ; hut 
I am a bad critic, for which I thank God ! I know 
the tears roiled down my cheeks more than once 
as I read ; I know that agreeable sensations and 
good thoughts were suggested by what I read ; I 
thought some of it beautiful, and all of it wholesome 
(in contradistinction to the literature of this age), 
and I was well pleased with it altogether. After- 
wards read a sort of satirical burlesque, called 
** Fanny,” by Hallek : the wit being chiefly con- 
fined to local allusions and descriptions of New 
York manners, I could not derive much amusement 

from it. * * * * 

***** 

***** 

When my father came home, went with him to 
call on Mrs. . What I saw of the house 
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appcai'e4 to me very pretty^ and well adapted to 
the heat of the season. A large and lofty room, 
paved with India matting, and furnished with white 
divans, and chairs, no other furniture encumbering 
or cramming it up ; it looked very airy and cool. 
Our hostess did not put herself much out of the 
way to entertain us, but after the first “ how do 
you do,” continued conversing with another visiter, 
leaving us to the mercy of a very pretty young 
lady, who carried on the conversation at an 
average of a word every three minutes. Neither 

Mr. nor his eldest daughter were at home ; 

the latter, however, presently came in, and relieved 
her sister and me greatly. We sat the proper 

time, and then came away. * * 

***** 

This is a species of intercourse I love not any 
where. I never practised it in my own blessed 
land, neither will I here. We dined at six : after 
dinner played and sang till eight, and then walked 

out with D and my father, by the most 

brilliant moonlight in the world. We went down 
to the Battery ; the aquatic Vauxhall was lighted 
up very gaily, and they were sending up rockets 
every few minutes, which, shooting athwart the 
sky, threw a bright stream of light over the 
water, and falling back in showers of red stars. 
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seemed to sink away before the steadfast shining 
ot the moon, who held high supremacy in heaven. 
The bay lay like molten silver under her light, 
and every now and then a tiny skiff, emerging 
from the shade, crossed the bright waters, its dark 
hull and white sails relieved between the shining 
sea and radiant sky. Came home at nine, lea’d 
and sat embroidering till twelve o’clock, indus- 
trious little me. 


Tnesdaj/^ 11 ///. 

This day week we landed in New York ; and 
this day was its prototype, rainy, dull, and dreary; 
with occasional fits of sunshine, and light delicious 
air, as capricious as a fine lady. After breakfast. 
Colonel called. Wrote journal, and prac- 

tised till one o’clock. My father then set off* 

with Colonel fi)r rit)boken, a place across 

the water, famous once for duelling, but now the 
favourite resort of a turtle-eating club, who go 
there every Tuesday to cook and swallow turtle. 
The day was as bad as a party of pleasure could" 
expect, (and when were their expectations of bad 
weather disappointed?) nathless, my father, at 
the Colonel’s instigation, persevered., and went 
forth, leaving me his card of invitation, which 
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made me scream for half an hour ; the wording 
as follows ; — Sir, the Hoboken Turtle Club 
will meet at the grove, for spoon exercise^ on 
Tuesday, the 11th inst., by order of the Pre- 
sident.” , Mr. and the Doctor paid us a visit 

of some length. * * * * 

* * * # * 

When they were gone, read a canto in Dante, 
and sketched till four o’clock, I wish I could 
make myself draw, I want to do every thing in 
*-he world that can be done, and, by the by, that 
reminds me of my German, which I must pcrsecide. 
At four o’clock sent for a hair-dresser, that I 
might in good time see that I am not made an 
object on my first night. He was a Frenchman, 
and after listening profoundly to my description 
of the head-dress I wanted, replied, as none but 
a Frenchman could, “ Madame, la drfficidte rCest 
pees d*e.xeciitcr xiotre coiffiire inais de la hien co7t- 
cevoir.” However, he conceived and executed 
sundry very smooth-looking bows, and, upon the 
whole, dressed my hair very nicely, but charged a 

dollar for so doing ; O nefarious. D and I 

dined f^e~d-tete ; the evening was sulky — I was 

in miserable spirits. * * * 

m * * * ■* 

Sat working till my fiither c^ame home, which 
he did at about half past six. His account of his 



JOURNAL. 


8S 


dinner was any thing but delightful ; to be sure 
he has no taste for rainy ruralities, and liis feeling 
description of the damp ground, damp trees, damp 
clothes, and damp atmosphere, gave me the 
rheumatizy letting alone that they had nothing to 
cat but turtle, and that out of iron spoons, — “ Ah, 
you vill go a pleasuring.” * * 

* # * # * 

He had a cold before, and I fear this will make 
him very ill. He went like wisdom to take a 

vapour bath directly. came, and sat with 

us till he returned. Had tea at eight, and em- 
broidered till midnight. The wind is rioting over 
the earth. I should like to see the Hudson now. 
The black clouds, like masses of dark hair, are 
driven over the mounts pale face, the red lights 
and fire engines are dancing up and down the 
streets, the church bells are all tolling — ’tis sad 
and strange. 

’T is all in vain, it may not last, 

The sickly sunlight dies away. 

And the thick clouds that veil the past. 

Roll darkly o’er my present day. 

Have I not flung them off, and striven 
To seek some dawning hope in vain ; 

Have I not been f<>r ever driven 
Back to the bitter past again ? 

£ 6 
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What though a brighter sky bends o’er 
Scenes where no former image greets me. 
Though lost 5n paths untrocl before. 
Here, even here, pale Memory meets me. 

life — oh blighted bloomlcss tree ! 
Why cling thy fibres to the curth ? 
Siiintner can bring no flower to thee, 
Autumn no bciiring, spring no birth. 

Bid me not strive. I’ll strive no more. 

To will from (lain my joyless breast ; 
Sorrow has ploughed too deeply o’er 
Life’s Bdeu — let it take the rest ! 


Wednesday^ 1 9,lh. 

lU)so at eight. After breakfast, heard my father 
say Hamlet. How beautiful his whole conception 
of that part is, and yet it is but an actor’s con- 
ception too. # , # * * 

I am surprised at any body’s ever questioning the 
real madness of Hamlet : I know but one passage 
in the play which tells against it, and there are a 
thousand that go to prove it. But leaving all 
isolated parts out of the question, the entire colour 
of the character is the proper ground from which 
to draw the right deduction. Gloomy, despond- 
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ing, ambitious, and disappointed in his ambition^ 
full of sorrow for a dead father, of shame for a 
living mother, of indignation for his ill-fiiled in- 
heritance, of impatience at his own dependent 
position; of a thoughtful, doubtful, questioning 
spirit, looking with timid boldness I’rom the riddles 
of earth and life, to those of death and the mys- 
terious land beyond it ; weary of existence upon 
its very threshold, and withheld alone from self- 
destruction by religious awe, and that j)ervading 
uncertainty of mind which stands on the brink, 
brooding over the unseen may-be ol' another 
world ; in love, moreover, and sad and dreamy in 
his ailection, as in every other sentiment ; for 
there is not enough of absolute passion in his love 
to make it a powerful aiul engrossing interest ; 
had it been such, the entireness and truth of 
Hamlet's character would have been destroyed. 
'T is love indectl, but a pulseless, powerless love ; 
gentle, refined, and tender, but without ardour or 
energy ; such are the various elc;ments of I lam- 
let’s character, at the very beginning of the play : 
then see what follow's. A frightful and unnatural 
visitation from the dead ; a horrible and sudden 
revelation of the murder of the lather, for whom 
his soul is in mourning; thence burning hatred 
and thirst of vengeance against his uncle ; double 
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loathing of his mother’s frailty ; above all, that 
heaviest burden that a human creature can have 
put upon him, ail imperative duty callinf^ lor ful- 
filment, and a want of resolution and activity to 
meet the demand ; thence an unceasing struggle 
between the sluggish nature and the upbraiding 
soul ; an eternal self-spurring and self-accusing, 
from which mental conflict, alone sufficient to un- 
seat a stronger mind, he finds relief in fits of 
desponding musing, the exhaustion of over- 
wrought powers. Then' comes the vigilant and 
circumspect guard he is forced to keep upon every 
word, look, and action, lest they reveal his terrible 
secret ; the suspicion and mistrust of all that sur- 
round him, authorised by his knowledge of his 
uncle’s nature ; his constant watchfulness over the 
spies that are set to watch liim ; then come, in the 
course of events, Polonius’s death, the uninten- 
tional work of his own sword, the second appa- 
rition of his father’s ghost, his banishment to 
England, still haunted by his treacherous friends, 
the miserable death of poor Ophelia, together 
with the unexpected manner of his first hearing of 
it— *if all these— the man’s own nature, sad and 
desponding — his educated nature (at a German, 
nniversity ), reasoning and metaphysical — and the 
nature he acquires from the tutelage of events, 
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bitter, dark, amazed, and uncertain ; if these do 
not make up as complete a madman as ever 
walked between heaven and earth, I know not 
what does.* Wrote journal, and began to prac- 
tise ; while doing so, called ; he said that he 

was accompanied by some friends who wished to 
see me, and were at the door. I ’ve heard of men’s 
shutting the door in the face of a dun, and going 
out the back way to escape a bailiff — but how to get 
rid of such an attack as this I knew not, and was 
therefore fain to beg the gentlemen would walk 
in, and accordingly in they walked, four as fine 
grown men as you would wish to see on a summer’s 
day. I was introduced to this regiment man by 
man, and thought, as my Sheffield friend would 
say, “If them be American manners, defend me 
from them.” They are traders, to be sure ; but I 
never heard of such wholesale introduction in 
my life. They sat a little while, behaved very 

* I have lately read Goethe’s Wilhelna Mcistcr. In that 
wonderful analysis of the first work of our master-mind by 
his German peer, all has been said upon this subject that the 
most philosophical reason, or poetical imagination, can sug- 
gest; and who that has read it can forget that most ap- 
propriate and beautiful simile, wherein Hamlet’s mind is 
likened to an acorn planted in a porcelain vase — • the seed 
becomes living — the roots expand — and the fragile vessel 
bunts into a thousand shivers. 
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like Christians, and then departed. Captain 

and called, — the former to ask us to come 

down and see the Pacific, poor old lady ! When 
they were gone, practised, read a canto in Dante, 
and translated verbatim a German fable, which 
kept me till dinner-time. After dinner, walked 

out towards the Battery. joined us. It was 

between sunset and moonrise, and a lovelier light 
never lay upon sea, earth, and sky. The horizon 
was bright orange colour, fading as it rose to pale 
amber, which died away again into the modest 
violet colour of twilight ; this possessed the main 
sky wholly, except where two or three masses of 
soft dark purple clouds floated, from behind which 
the stars presently winked at us with their bright 
eyes. The river lay as still as death, though 
there was a delicious fresh air ; tiny boats were 
stealing like shadows over the water ; and every 
now and then against the orange edge of the sky 
moved the masts of some schooner, whose hull 
was hidden in the deep shadow thrown over it by 
the Jersey coast. A band was playing in the 
Castle garden, and not a creature but ourselves 
seemed abroad to see all this loveliness. Fashion 
makes the same fools all the world over; and 
Broadway, with its crowded dusty, pavement, and 
in the full glare of day, is preferable, in the eyes 
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of the New York promenaders, to this cool and 
beautiful walk. Came home at about nine. On 
the stairs met that odious Dr. — — , who came 
into the drawing-room without asking or being 
asked, sat himself down, and called me ** Miss 
Fanny.” I should like to have thrown my tea 

at him ! sent up his name and presently 

followed it. I like to see any of our fellow-pas- 
sengers, however little such society would have 
pleased me under any other circumstances ; but 
necessity ** makes us acquainted with strange bed- 
fellows and these my ship-mates will, to the end 
of time, be my very good friends and boon com- 
panions. My father went to the Park theatre, to 
see a man of the name of Hacket give an Ameri- 
can entertainmentafter Matthews’s at-home fashion. 
I would not go, but staid at home looking at the 

moon, which was glorious. * * * 

***** 

***** 
To-night, as I stood watching that surpassing 
sunset, I would have given it all — gold, and 
purple, and all — for a wreath of English fog 
stealing over the water. 
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Thursday^ ISth. 

Rose late : there was music in the night, which 
is always a strange enchantment to me. After 

breakfast, wrote journal. At eleven. Captain — - 

and ■ ' called for us ; and my uncle having 
joined us, we proceeded to the slip, as they call 
the places where the ships lie, and which answer 
to our docks. Poor dear Pacific ! I ran up her 
side with great glee, and was introduced to 

Captain ^ her old commander ; rushed down 

into my berth, and was actually growing pathetic 

over the scene of my sea-sorrows, when Mr. 

clapped his hands close to me, and startled me 
out of my reverie. Certainly my adhesiveness 
must either be very large, or uncommonly active 
just now, for my heart yearned towards the old 
timbers with exceeding affection. The old ship 
was all drest out in her best, and after sitting for 
some time in our cabin, we adjourned to the 
larger one and lunched. Mr. — — — joined our 
party ; and we had one or two of our old ship 
songs, with their ridiculous burdens, with due 

solemnity. Saw Mr. , but not. dear M. . 

Visited the forecastle, whence I have watched 
such glorious sunsets, such fair uprisings of the 
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starry sisterhood ; now it looked upon the dusty 
quay and dirty dock water, and the graceful satis 
were all stripped away, and the bare masts and 
rigging shone in the intense sunlight. Poor good 
ship, I wish to Heaven ray feet were on her deck, 
and her prow turned to the east. I would not 
care if the devil himself drove a hurricane at our 
backs. Visited the fish and fruit markets * : it 
was too late in the day to see either to advantage, 
but the latter reminded me of Aladdin’s treasure : 
the heaps of peaches, filling with their rich 
downy balls high baskets ranged in endless rows, 
and painted of a bright vermilion colour, which 
threw a ruddy ripeness over the fruit. The enor- 
mous baskets (such as are used in England to 
carry linen) piled with melons, the wild S»*apes, 
the pears and apples, all so plenteous, so fragrant. 


* The fish of these waters may be excellent in the water ; 
but owing to the want of care and nicencss with which they 
are kept after being caught, they are very seldom worth eating 
when brought to table. They have no turbot or soles, a 
great national misfortune : their best fish are rock-fish, bass, 
shad, (an excellent herring, as big as a small salmon,) and 
shcqp’s head. Cod and salmon I have eaten ; but from the 
above cause they were never comparable to the same fi.sh at 
an English table. The lobsters, crabs, and oysters are all 
gigantic, frightful to behold, and not particularly well- 
flavoured : their size nuikes them tough and coarse. 
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SO beautiful in form and colour, leading the mind 
to the wondrous bounteousness which has dowered 
this land with every natural treasure — the whole 

enchanted me. , to my horror, bought a 

couple of beautiful live wild-pigeons, which he 
carried home, head downwards, one in each coat 
pocket. We parted from him at the park gate, 
and proceeded to Murray Street, to look at the 
furnished house my father wishes to take. Upon 
enquiry, however, we found that it was already 
let. The day was bright and beautiful, and 
my father proposed crossing the river to Hobo- 
ken, the scene of the turtle-eating expedition. 

We did so accordingly : himself, D , Mr. 

i and I. Steamers go across every five 

minutes, conveying passengers on foot and horse- 
back, gigs, carriages, carts, any thing and every 
thing. The day was lovely — the broad, bright 
river was gemmed with a thousand sails. Away 
to the right it stretched between richly wooded 
banks, placid and blue as a lake ; to the left, in 
the rocky doorway of the narrows, two or three 
ships stood revealed against the cloudless sky. 
We reached the opposite coast, and walked. It 
was nearly three miles from where we landed to 
the scene of the ** spoon-exercise.*^ The whole of 
our route lay through a beautiful wild plantation, 
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or rather strip of woody I should say, for ’t is 
nature’s own gardening which crowns the high 
bank of the river ; through which trellice-work of 
varied foliage, we caught exquisite glimpses of the 
glorious waters, the glittering city, and the oppo- 
site banks, decked out in all the loveliest contrast 
of sunshine and shade. As we stood in our leafy 
colonnade looking out upon this fair scene, the 
rippling water made sweet music far down below 
us, striking with its tiny silver waves the smooth 
sand and dark-coloured rocks from which they 
were ebbing. Many of the trees were quite new 
to me, and delighted me with their gi’aceful forms 
and vivid foliage. The broad-leaved catalpa, and ' 
the hickory with its bright coral-coloured berries. 
Many lovely, lowly things, too, grew by our path- 
side, which we gathered as we passed, to bring 
away, but which withered in our hands ere we 
returned. Gorgeous butterflies were zig-zagging 
through the air, and for the first time I longed to 
imprison them. In pursuing one, I ran into the 
midst of a slip of clover land, but presently 
jumped out again, on hearing the swarms of grass- 
hoppers round me. Mr. caught one; it 

was larger and thicker than the English grass- 
hopper, and of a dim mottled brown colour, Jike 
the plumage of our common moth ; but presently 
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on his opening his hand to let it escape, it spread 
out a ^ir of dark purple wings, tipped with pale 
primrose colour, and flew away a beautiful but- 
terfly, such as the one I had been seduced by. 
The slips of grass ground on the left of our path 
were the only things that annoyed me : they were 
ragged, and rank, and high, — they wanted mow- 
ing ; and if they had been mowed soft, and thick, 
and smooth, like an English lawn, how gloriously 
the lights and shadows of this lovely sky would 
fall through the green roof of this wood upon 
them. There is nothing in nature that, to my 
fancy, receives light and shade with as rich an 
efifect as sloping lawn land. Oh ! England, 
England ! how I have seen your fi'csh emerald 
mantle deepen and brighten in a summer’s day. 
About a hundred yards from the place where they 
dined on Tuesday, with no floor but the damp 
earth, no roof but the dripping trees, stands a sort 
of cafe j a long, low, pretty Italianish-looking 
building. The wood is cleared away in front of 
it, and it commands a lovely view of the Hudson 
and its opposite shores: and here they might 
have been sheltered and comfortable, but I sup- 
pose it was not yet the appointed day of the 
mopth with them for eating their dinner within 
walls ; and, rather than infringe on an established 
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rule, they preferred catching a cold apiece#»'*^''he 
place where they met in the open air is extremely 
beautiful, except, of course, on a rainy day.— The 
shore is lower just here ; and though there are 
trees enough to make shade all round, and a thick 
screen of wood and young undergrowth behind, 
the front is open to the river, which makes a bend 
just below, forming a lake-like bay, round which 
again the coast rises into rocky walls covered with 
rich foliage— Upon one of these promontories, in 
the midst of a high, open knoll, surrounded and 
overhung by higher grounds covered with wood, 
stood the dwelling of the owner of the land, high 
above the river, overlooking its downward course 
to the sea, perched like an eagle’s aerie, half-way 
between heaven and the level earth, but beauti- 
fully encircled with waving forests, a shade in 
summer and a shelter in winter. My father, 

I) f and my bonnet sat down in the shade. 

Mr. and I clambered upon some pieces of 

rock at the water’s edge, whence we looketl out 
over river and land — a fair sight. “ Oh !” I ex- 
claimed, pointing to the highlands on our left, 
through whose rich foliage the rifted granite 
looked cold and grey, “ what a place for a 
scramble ! there must be lovely walks there**’ 
Ay,” returned my companion, and a few 
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rattle-snakes too.” * We found D , my 

father, and my bonnet buffeting with a swarm of 
musquitoes; this is a great nuisance. We turned 
our steps homeward. I picked up a nut enclosed 
like a walnut in a green case. I opened it ; it was 
not ripe; but in construction exactly like a walnut, 
with the same bitter filmy skin over the fruit, 
which is sweet and oily, jind like a walnut in 

flavour also. Mr. told me it was called a 

marrow-nut. The tree on which it grew had 
foliage of the acacia kind. We had to rush to 
meet the steam-boat, which was just going across : 
the whole walk reminded me of that part of 
Oattands which, from its wild and tangled wood- 
land, they call America. * * * 

***** 

There must have been something surpassingly 

beautiful in our surroundings, for even Mr. , 

into whose composition I suspect much of the 
poetical element does not enter, began expatiating 
on the happiness of the original possessors of these 
fair lands and waters, the Indians — the Red 

* My friend was entertaining himself, at the expense of 
my credulity, in making this assertion. The rattle-snakes 
and red Indians have fled together before the approach of 
cifflisation ; and it would be as difficult to -fiad the one as the 
other in the vicinity of any of the large cities of the northern 
states. 
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Children of the soil, who followed the chase 
through these lovely wildernesses, and drove their 
light canoes over these broad streams — ** great 
nature’s happy commoners,”— till the predestined 
curse came on them, till the white sails of the in- 
vaders threw their shadow over these seas, and 
the work of extermination began in these wild 
fastnesses of freedom*-»b— The destruction of the 
original inhabitants of a country by its discoverers, 
always attended, as it is, with injustice and cruelty, 
appears to mh one of the most mysterious dispens- 
ations of Providence. 

The chasing, enslaving, and <iestroying creatures, 
whose existence, however inferior, is as justly 
theirs, as that of the most refined European is 
his ; who, for the most part, too, receive their 
enemies with open-handed hospitality, until taught 
treachery by being betraj’ed, and cruelty by fear ; 
the driving the child of the soil off it, or, what is 
fifty times worse, chaining him to till it j all the 
various forms of desolation which have ever fol- 
lowed the landing of civilised men upon unci- 
vilised shores ; in short, the theory and practice 
of discovery and conquest, as recorded in all 
history, is a very singular and painful subject pf 
€X>ntMnplation. 

*Tis true that cultivation and civilisation, the 
VOT. . I. F 
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arts’ and sciences that render life useful, the know- 
ledge that ennobles, the adornments that refine 
existence, above all, the religion that is the most 
sacred trttst and dear reward, all these, like pure 
sunshine and healthful airs following a hurricane, 
succeed the devastation of the invader; but tlie 
sufferings of those who arc swept away are not 
the less ; and though I believe that good alone is 
God’s result, it seems a fearful proof of the evil 
'wherewith this earth is cursed, that good cannot 
progress but over such a path. No one, beholding 
the prosperous and promfsing state of this fine 
country, could wish it again untenanted of its 
enterprising and industrious possessors ; .yet even 
while looking with admiration at all that they 
have achieved, with expectation amounting to cer- 
tainty to all that they will yet accomplish, ’tis 
difficult to refrain from bestowing some thoughts 
of pity and of sadness upon those whose homes 
have been overturned, whose language has passed 
away, and whose feet are daily driven further from 
those territories of which they were once sole and 
sovereign lords. How strange it is to think, that 
less than one hundred years ago, these shores, 
resounding with the voice of populous cities, — • 
these watersj laden with the commerce of the wide 
world, — were silent wildernesses, where sprang and 
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fell the forest leaves, where ebbed and flowed the 
ocean tides from day to day, and from year to 
year in uninterrupted stillness; where the great 
sun, who looked on the vast empires of the East, 
its mouldering kingdoms, its lordly palaces, its 
ancient temples, its swarming cities, came and 
looked down upon the still dwelling of utter lone- 
liness, where nature sat enthroned in everlasting 
beauty, undisturbed by the far-off din of worlds 

beyond the flood.” ^ 

* It is two years since I visited Hol)oken for the first 
time ; it is now more beautiful than ever. The good taste 
of the proprietor has made it one of the most picturesque 
and delightful places imaginably ; it wants but a gootl car- 
riage-road along the water’s edge (for which the ground lies 
very favourably) to make it as perfect a public promeiiaile 
as any £uropean city can boast, with the advantage of such a 
river, for its principal object, as none of them possess. 

I think the Kuropcan traveller, in order to form a just 
estimate both of the evils and advantages deriving from the 
institutions of this country, should spend one day in the 
streets of New York, and the next in the walks of Hoboken. 
If in the one, the toil, the care, the labour of mind and body, 
the outward and visible signs of the debasing pursuit of 
wealth, are marked in melancholy characters upon every man 
he meets, and bear witness to the great curse of the country ; 
in the other, the crowds of happy, cheerful, eiyoying beings 
of that order, which, in the old world, are condemned to 
ceaseless and iil-rcquited labour, will testify to the blessii^s 
which counterbalance that curse. I never was so forcibly 
struck with the prosperit}^ and happiness of the lower orders 
► F 2 • 
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Came home rather tired : my father asked 
Mr. to dine with us, but he could not. After 


of society in this country as yesterday returning from Ho- 
boken. The walks along the river and through the woods, 
the steamers crossing from the city, were absolutely thronged 
with a cheerful, well-dressed population abroad, merely for 
the purpose'.of pleasure and exercise. Journeymen, labourers, 
handicraftsmen, trades-people, with their families, bearing all 
in their dress and looks evident signs of well-being and con- 
tentment, were all flocking from their confined avocations, 
into the pure air, the bright sunshine, and beautiful shade of 
this lovely place. I do not know any spectacle which could 
give a foreigner, especially an Englishman, a better illustra- 
tion of that peculiar excellence of the American government 
— the freedom and happiness of the lower classes. Neither 
is it to be said that this was a holyday, or an occasion of 
peculiar festivity — it was a common week-day — such as 
our miserable manufacturing population spends from sun-rise 
to sun-down, in confined, incessant, unhealthy toil — to earn, 
at its conclusion, the inadequate reward of health and happi- 
ness so wasted. The contrast struck me forcibly — it re- 
joiced my heart ; it surely was an object of contemplation, that 
any one who had a heart must have rejoiced in. Presently, 
however, came the following reflections: — .These people 
are happy — their wants are satisfied, their desires fulfilled — 
their capacities of enjoyment meet with full employment — 
they are well fed — well clothed — well housed — moderate 
labour insures them all this, and leaves them l^ure for such 
recreations as they are capable of enjoying ; but how is it with 
me ? — and 1 mean not me myself but all who, like my- 
self, have received a higher d^ee of mental cultivation, 
whose estimate of happiness is, therefore, so much higher, 
whose capacity for enjoyment is so much more expanded and 
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dinner, sat working till ten o’clock, when — ■ ■■ 
came to take leave of us. He is going off to- 
morrow morning to Philadelphia, but will be back 
for our Tuesday’s dinner. The people here are 
all up and about very early in the morning. I went 
out at half-past eight, and found all Broadway 
abroad. 


cultivated ; — can I be satisfied with a race in a circular rail- 
road car, or a swing between the lime-trees ? where are my 
peculiar objects of pleasure and recreation ? where are the 
picture-galleries — the sculptures — the works of art and 
science — the countless wonders of huiiian ingenuity and 
skill — the cultivated and refined society — the intercourse 
with men of genius, literature, scientific knoAvlcdgc — where 
are all the sources from which I am to draw my recreations ? 
They are .not. The heart of a philanthropist may indeed be 
satisfied, but the intellectual man feels a dearth that is inex- 
pressibly painful ; and in spite of the real and great pleasure 
which I derived from the sight of so much enjoyment, I 
could not help desiring that enjoyment of another order were 
combined with it. Perhaps the two are incompatible ; if so, 
I would not alter the present state of things if I could. 

The losers here are decidedly in the minority- Indeed, so 
much so, as hardly to form a class ; they are a few individuals, 
scattered over the country, and of course their happiness 
ought not to come into competition with that of the mass of 
the people ; but the Americans, at the same time that they 
make no provision whatever for the happiness of such a por- 
tion of their inhabitants, would be very angry if one were to 
say it was a very inconsiderable one, and yet that is the 
truth. 


F 3 
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Friday y listk. 

» 

Forget all about It, except that I went about the 

town with Colonel — — . * * * 

* * * % * 

went to see his Quaker wife, whom I liked very 

much. * * * * *- 

* * ‘ * * * 

Drove all about New York, which more than ever 
reminded me of the towns in France r passed the 
Bowery theatre, which is a handsome, finely-pro- 
portioned building, with a large brazen eagle 
plastered on the pediment, for all the world like an 
insurance mark, or the sign of the spread eagle : 
this is nefarious ! We passed a pretty house, 

which Colonel called an old mansion ; mercy 

on me, him, and it ! Old ! 1 thought of Warwick 
Castle, of Hatfield, of Checquers, of Hopwood, 
— old, and there it stood, with its white pillars 
and Italian-looking portico, for all the world like 
one of our own cit’s yesterday-grown boxes. Old, 
quotha ! the woods and waters, and bills and skies 
alone are old here; the works of men are in the very 
greenness and unmellowed imperfection of youth; 
true, *tis a youth full of vigorous sap and glorious 
promise ; spring, laden with blossoms, foretelling 
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abundant and rich produce, and so let them be 
pfoud of it. But the worst of it is, the Americans 
are not satisfied with glor^'ing in what they are, 
— which, considering the time and opportunities 
they have had, is matter of glory quite sufficient, — 
they are never happy without comparing this their 
sapling to the giant oaks of the old world, — and 
what can one say to that? Is New York like 
London ? No, by my two troths it is not ; but 
the oak was an acorn once, and New York will 
surely, if the world holds together long enough, 
become a lordly city, such as we know of beyond 
the sea. 

Went in the evening to see Wallack act the 
Brigand ; it was his benefit, and the house was 
very good. He is perfection in this sort of thing, 
yet there were one or two blunders even in his 
melo-dramatic acting of this piece ; however, he 
looks very like the thing, and it is very nice to 
see once. 


Saturday, 15 th. 

Sat stitching all the blessed day. So we are to 
go to Philadelphia before Boston. I’m sorry. 

Xhe H s will be disappointed, and I shall get 

no riding, die seccatura ! Ak five dressed, and 

» 4e 
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went to tl»e , where we were to dine. This is 

one of the first houses here, so I conclude that 
1 am to consider what I see as a tolerable sample 
of the ways and manners of being, doing,^and suf- 
fering of the best society in New York. There 
were about twenty people ; the women were in a 
sort of French demi-toilctte, with bare necks, and 
long sleeves, heads frizzed out after the very last 
petit courier, and thread net handkci'chiefs and 
capes ; the whole of which, to my Knglish eye, 
appeared a strange marrying of incongruities. 
The younger daughter of our host is beautiful ; a 
young and brilliant likeness of Ellen Tree, with 
more refinement, and a smile that was, not to say 
a ray, but a whole focus of sun rays, a perfect 
blaze of light; she was much taken up with a 
youth, to whom, my neighbour at dinner informed 

me, she was engaged. * * 

* • * * 

The women here, like those of most warm climates, 
ripen very early, and decay propoi'tionably soon. 
They are, generally speaking, pretty, with good 
complexions, and an air of freshness and bril- 
liancy, but this, l am told, is very evanescent ; and 
whereas, in England, a woman is in the foil bloom 
of health and beauty from twenty to flve-and- 
thirty, here they scarcely reach the first period 
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without being faded and looking old.* They 
marry very young, and this is another reason why 
age conics prematurely upon tlicin. There was a 
fair young thing at dinner to-day, wlio did not look 
above seventeen, and she was a wife. As for their 
figures, like those of French women, they are 
too well dressed for one to judge exactly what 
they are really like : they arc, for the most part, 
short and slight, with remarkably })retty feet and 


ankles ; but there ’s 

too much pelerine 

and petti- 

coat, and 
thing more. 

de qiioi 

’’ of every sort to 

# # 

guess any 

# 

* 

# 

% * 

* 

* 

* 

# * 

# 

There was 

a Mr.- 

, the niagnus 

Apollo of 


New York, who is- a musical genius : sings as well 
as any gentleman need sing, pronounces Italian 
well, and accompanies himself without false 
chords; all which renders him the man round 

whom (as round H ^ G j Lord C ^ 

and that pretty Lord , in our own country,) 

* The climate of this country is the scape-goat upon which 
all the ill looks and ill health of the ladies is laid ; but while 
they are brought up as effeminately as they are, take as little 
exercise, live in rooms like ovens during the winter, and 
marry as early as they do, it will appear evident that ixildiy 
causes combine with an extremely variable climate, to sdUow 
their complexions, and destroy their constitutions. 

F 5 
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the women listen and languish. He sang the 
Phantom Bark ; the last time I heard it was from 
the lips' of Moore, with two of the loveliest faces 

in all the world hanging over him, Mrs. N- , 

and Mrs. B . By the by, tlie man who sat 

next me at dinner was asking me all manner of 
questions about Mrs. N ; among others, whe- 

ther she was “ as pale as a poetess ought to be ! ” 
Oh ! how I wish Corinne had but heard that 
herself! what a deal of funny scorn would have 
looked beautiful on her rich brown cheek and 
brilliant lips. The dinner was plenteous, and 
tolerably well dressed, but ill served : there were 
not half servants enough, and we had neither 
water-glasses nor finger-glasses. Now, though I 
don’t eat with my fingers, (except peaches, whereat 
1 think the aborigines, who were paring theirs 
-•like so many potatoes, seemed rather amazed,) yet 
do I hold a finger-glass at the conclusion of my 
dinner a requisite to comfort. After dinner we 
had coftee, but no tea, whereat my English taste 
was in high dudgeon. The gentlemen did not 
sit long, and when they joined us, Mr. ■ , as I 
said before, uttered sweet sounds. By the by, 1 
was not a little amused at Mrs. — ■■■— asking me 
whether 1 had heard of his singing, or their 
musical soirees, and seeming all but surprised that 
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I had no revelations of either across the Atlantic. 
Mercy on me ! what fools people are all over the 
world ! The worst is, they are all fools of the 
same sort, and there is no profit whatever in tra- 
velling. Mr. B , who is an Englishman, 

happened to ask me if I knew Captain — — , 
w'hereupon we immediately struck up a convers- 
ation, and talked over English folks and doings 
together, to my entire satisfaction. The — — 
were there ; he is brother to that wondrous ruler 
of the spirits whom I did so dislike in Loudon, 

and his lady is a daughter of Lord . * 

* % * % % 

# # * * # 

I was very glad to come home. I sang to them 
two or three things, but the piano was pitched too 
high for my voice ; by the by, in that large, lofty, 
fine room, they had a tiny, old-fashioned, be- 
curtained cabinet piano stuck right against the wall, 
unto which the singer’s face was turned, and into 
which his voice was absorbed. had hardly 

regained our inn and uncloaked, when there came 

a tap at the door, and in walked Mr. to ask 

me if we would not join them (himself and the 

)' at supper. He said that, besides five be|p^ 

a great deal too early to dine, he had not l^lf 
dinner enough; and then began the regular English 

F 6 
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quizzing of every thing and. every body we had left 
behind. Oh dear, oh dear ! how thoroughly 

^English it was, and how it reminded ine of H ; 

of course, we did not accept their invitation, but 
it furnished me matter of amusement. How we 
English folks do cling to our own habits, our own 
views, our own things, our own people ; how, in 
spite of all our wanderings and scatterings over 
the whole face of the earth, like so many Jews, we 
never lose our distinct and national individuality ; 
nor fail to lay hold of one another’s skirts, to laugh 
at and depreciate all that diflcrs from that country, 
which we delight in forsaking for any and all 
others. 


Sunday y 16 /A. 

... Rose afeight. After breakfast, walked to church 

with the C s and Mr. B . They went 

to Grace church for the music ; we stopped short 

to go to the pew in the Episcopal church. 

The pew was crammed, I am sorry to say, owing 
to our being there, which they had pressed so 
earnestly, that we thought ourselves bound to accept 
the invitation. The sermon was tolerably good ; 
better than the' average sermons one hears in Ixm- 
don, and sufficiently well delivered. After church. 
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I—— called, also two men of the name of M— — , 

large men, very ! also Mr. 13 and Mr. C : 

when they were all gone, wrote journal, and began 

a letter to J . Dined at five ; after dinner, 

went on with niy letter to J , and wrote an 

immense one to dear H , which kept me pen 

in hand till past twelve. A tremendous thunder- 
storm came on, which lasted from nine o’clock till 
past two in the morning : I never saw but one such 
in my life; and that was our memorable Weybridge 
storm, which only exceeded this in the circumstance 
of my having seen a thunderbolt fall during that 
paroxysm of the elements. But this was very 
glorious, awful, beautiful, and tremendous. The 
lightning played without the intermission of a 
second, in wide sheets of purple glaring flume that 
trembled over the earth for nearly two or three 
seconds at a time ; making the whole world, riverj 
sky, trees, and buildings, look like a ghostly uni- 
verse cut out in chalk. The light over the water, 
which absolutely illumined the shore on the other 
side with the broad glare of full day, was of a 
magnificent purple colour. The night was pitchy 
dark, too ; so that between each of these ghiistly 
smiles of the devil, the various pale steeples and 
buildings, which seemed at every moment to leap 
from nothing into existence, after standing out in 
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fearful relief against a back>ground of fire, were 
hidden like so many dreams in deep and total 
darkness. God’s music rolled along the heavens ; 
the forked lightnings now dived from the clouds 
into the very bosom of the city, now ran like 
tangled threads of fire all round the blazing sky. 
“ The big bright rain came dancing to the earth,” 
the wind clapped its huge wings, and swept through 
the dazzling glare ; and as I stood, with eyes half 
veiled (for the light was too intense even upon the 
ground to be looked at with unshaded eyes), 
gazing at this fierce holyday of the elements — at 
the mad lightning — at the brilliant shower, through 
which the flashes shone like daylight — listening to' 
the huge thunder, as its voice resounded, and its 
heavy feet rebounded along the clouds — and the 
swift spirit-like wind rushing triumphantly along, 
littering its wild paean over the amazed earth ; — 
I felt more intensely than I ever did before 
the wondrous might of these, God’s powerful 
and beautiful creatures; the wondrous might, 
majesty, and awfulness of him their Lord, beneath 
whose footstool they lie chained, by his great good- 
. Bests made the ministers of good to this our lowly 
dwelling-place. I did not go to bed till two ; the 
storm continued to rage long after that. 
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Monday, \1ih. 

Rose at eight. At twelve, went to rehearsal. The 
weather is intolerable ; I am in a state of per- 
petual fusion. The theatre is the coolest place I 
have yet been in, I mean at rehearsal ; when the 
front is empty, and the doors open, and the stage 
is so dark that we are obliged to rehearse by candle- 
light. That washed-out man who failed in London 
when he acted Romeo with me is to be my Fazio ; 
let us hope he will know some of his words to- 
morrow night, for he is at present most innocent 
of any such knowledge. After rehearsal, walked 
into a shop to buy some gauze : the shopman 
called me by my name, entered into conversation 
with us ; and one of them, after showing me a 
variety of things which 1 did not want, said, that 
they were most anxious to show me every attention, 
and render my stay in this country agreeable. A 
Christian, 1 suppose, would have met these bene- 
volent advances with an infinitude of thankfulness, 
and an outpouring of grateful pleasure ; but for 
my own part, though 1 had the grace to smile and 
say, “ Thank you,” I longed to add, “ but be so 
good as to measure your ribands, and hold your 
tongue.” I have no idea of holding parley with 
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clerks behind a counter, still less of their doing so 
with me. So much for my first impression of the 
courtesy of this land of liberty. I should have 
been much better pleased if they had called me 
** Ma’am,” which they did not. We dined at 

three. V — - and Colonel called after 

dinner. At seven, went to the theatre. It was my 
dear father’s first appearance in this new world, 
and my heart ached with anxiety. The weather 
was intensely hot, yet the theatre was crowded : 
when he came on, they gave him what every body 
here calls an immense reception ; but they should 
see our London audience get. up, and wave hats 
and handkerchiefs, and shout welcome as they do 
to us. The tears were in my eyes, and all I could 
say was, “ They might as well get up, I think.” 
My father looked well, and acted beyond all praise ; 
but oh, what a fine and delicate piece of work this 
is ! There is not one sentence, line, or word of this 
part which my father has not sifted grain by grain ; 
there is not one scene or passage to which he does 
not give its fullest and most entire substance, toge- 
ther with a variety that relieves the intense study 

of the whole with wonderful effect. * * 

***** 

***** 

I think that it is impossible to conceive Hamlet 
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more truly, or execute it more exquisitely than 
he does. The refinement, the tenderness, the 
grace, dignity, and princely courtesy with which 
he invests it from beginning to end, are most 
lovely ; and some of the slighter passages, which, 
like fine tints to the incapable eyes of blindness, 
must always pass unnoticed, and, of course, 
utterly uncomprehended, by the discriminating 

public, enchanted me. # # • 

* # # # * 

^ « 

His voice was weak from nervousness and the 
intolerable heat of the weather, and he was not 

well dressed, which was a pity. * 

* * * ■ * * 

* * * * * 

The play was well got up, and went off very well. 

The were there, a regiment of them ; also 

Colonel and Captain . After the play, 

came home to supper. 


Tuesday t \%th. 

Hose at eight. At eleven, went to rehearsal. Mr. 
Keppel is just as nervous and as imperfect as 
ever : what on earth will he, or shall I, do to- 
night ! Came home, got things out for the 



114 


JOURNAL. 


theatre, and sat like any- stroller stitching for dear 
life at my head-dress. Mr. H and his ne- 

phew called : the latter asked me if I was at all 
apprehensive? No, by my troth, 1 am not; and 
that not because I feel sure of success, for I 
think it very probable the Yankees may like to 
show their critical judgment and independence by 
damning me ; but because, thank God, 1 do not 
care whether they do or not : the whole thing is 
too loathsome to me, for either failure or success 
to affect me in the least, and therefore I feel nei- 
ther nervous nor anxious about it. We dined at 

three; after dinner, J came; he sat some 

time. W'hen he was gone, I came into the draw- 
ing-room, and found a man sitting with my father, 
who presented him to me by some inaudible name. 
I sat down, and the gentleman pursued his con- 
versation as follows ; — “ When Clara Fisher came 
over, Barry wrote to me about her, and I wrote 
him back word : * My dear fellow, if your bella 
donna is such as you describe, why, we ’ll see what 
we can do; we will take her by the'hand.’ ” This 
was enough for me. I jumped up, and ran out of 
the room ; because a newspaper writer is my aver- 
sion. At half-past six, went to the theatre. They 
acted the farce of Popping the Question first, iu 
order, I suppose, to get the people to their place;!; 
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before the play began.-*— Poor Mr. Keppel was 
gasping for breath; he moved my compassion 
infinitely 1 consoled and comforted him all I 
could, gave him some of my lemonade to swallow, 
for he was choking with fright ; sat myself down 
with my back to the audience, and up went the cur- 
tain.-— ^win^ to the position in which I was sitting, 
and my plain dress, most unheroine-like in its make 
and colour, the people did not know me, and 
would not have known me for sonie time, if tliat 
stupid man had done as I kept bidding him, gone 
on; but instead of doing so, he stood stock still, 
looked at me, and then at the audience, where- 
upon the latter caught an inkling of the truth, 
and gave me such a reception as 1 get in Covent 
Garden theatre every time I act a new part. The 
house was very full ; all the ——were there, and 

Colonel . Mr. Keppel-^as frightened to 

death, and in the very second speech was quite 
out ; it was in vain that I prompted him ; he was 
too nervous to take the word, and made a com- 
plete mess of it. This happened more than once 
in the first scene ; and at the end of the first act, 

as I left the stage, I said to D It 's all up 

with me, t can’t do any thing now ; ” for having to 
prompt my Fazio, frightened by his fright, an- 
noyed by his forgetting his crossings and posi- 



'116 


JOURNAL. 


tionsj utterly unable to work myself into any thing 
like excitement, I thought the whole thing must 
necessarily go to pieces. However, once rid of 
my encumbrance, which I am at the end of the 
second act, I began to move a little more freely, 
gathered up my strength, and set to work com- 
fortably by myself; whereupon, the people ap- 
plauded, I warmed, (warmed, quotha? the air was 
steam,) and got through very satisfactorily, at least 
so it seems. My dresses were very beautiful ; but 
oh, but oh, the musquitoes had made dreadful 
havoc with my arms, which were covered with 
hills as large and red as Vesuvius in an eruption. 
After the play, my father introduced me to Mr. 

B f Lord S ^“s brother, who was behind 

the scenes ; his brother’s place, by the by. Came 

home, supped. # ♦ * ♦ 

m * * % # 

* * * * * 

Cmne to bed at half past twelve ; weary, and half 
melted away. The ants swarm on the floors^ on 
the tables, in the beds, about one’s clothes; the 
plagues of £gypt were a joke to them : horrible ! 
it makes one’s life absolutely burdensome, to 
have creatures creeping about one, and all over 
one, .night and day, this fashion ; to say nothing 
of those cantankerous stinging things, the mus- 
quitoes. 
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Wednesday 19 ///. 

D did not call me till ten o’clock, whereat 1 

was in furious du(^||eon. Got up, hreak&sted, and 
off to rehearsal ; Homeo and Juliet. Mr. Keppel 
has been dismisse<l, poor man ! I 'm sorry for him : 
my father is to play Romeo with me, I ’m sorrier 
still for that. After rehearsal, came home, dawdled 

about my room : Mr. called : he is particularly 

fonil of music. My father asked him to try the 
piano, which he accordingly did, and was playing 

most delightfully, when in walked Mr. y and 

by and by Colonel , with his honour the Re- 
corder, and General of the militia. I amused 

myself with looking over some exquisite brown silk 
stockings, wherewith I mean to match my gown. 
M’hen they were all gone, daw'dled about till time 

’to dress. So poor dear H can’t come from 

Philadelphia for our dinner — dear, I’m quite 
sorry ! At five our party assembled : we were 
but thin in numbers, and the half empty table, 
together with the old ship faces, made it look, as 
some one observed, ns if it was blowing hard. Our 
dinner was neither good nor well served, the wine 
not half iced. At the end of it, my father gave 

Captain 7 his claret jug, wherewith that worthy 

seemed much satisfied. * * 
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We left the table soon ; came and wrote jour- 
nal. When the gentlemen joined us, they were 
all more or less “ how corn’d you so indeed ? ” 
Mr. — " and Mr. — — particularly. They put 
me down to the piano, and once or twice I 
thought I must have screamed. On one side 

vibrated dear Mr. , threatening my new gown 

with a cup of coffee, which he held at an awful 
angle from the horizontal line ; singing with every 
body who opened their lips, and uttering such 
dreadfully discordant little squeals and squeaks, 
that I thought I should have died of suppressed 
laughter. On the other side, rather concerned^ but 
not quite so much so, stood the Irishman ; who, 
though warbling a little out of tune, and flourish- 
ing somewhat luxuriantly, still retained enough of 
his right senses to discriminate between Mr.—— — ’s 
yelps and singing, properly so called ; and ac- 
ctMCdingly pished ! — and pshawed ! — and oh 
Lorded ! — and good heavened ! away, — staring 
at the perpetrator with indignant horror through 
his spectacles, while his terrified wig' stood on end 
in every direction, each particular hair appearing 
vehemently possessed with the centrifugal force. 
Th^ey all went away in good time, and we came 
to bed. 
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To bed — to sleep — 

To sleep! — perchance to be bitten I ay — there *s the scratch ; 
And in that sleep of ours what bugs may come. 

Must give us pause. 


Thursdayy 20th. 

Rose at eight. Alter breakfast, went to rehearse 
Romeo and Juliet. Poor Mr. Keppel is fairly 
laid on the shelf; I’m sorry for him ! What a 
fanny passion he had, by tlie by, for going down 
tipun his knees. In Fazio, at the end of the 
judgment scene, when I was upon mine, down he 
went upon his, making the most absurd, devout 
looking vis-d’-vis I ever belield : in the last scene, 
too, when he ought to have been going off to 
execution, down he went again upon his knees, 
and no power on earth could get him up again, 
for Lord knows how long. Poor fellow, he 
bothered me a good deal, yet I 'm sincerely sOrry 
for him. At the end of our rehearsal, came 
home. The weather is sunny, sultry, scorching, 
suffocating. Ah ! Mr. — — called. This is an 
indifferent imitation of bad fine manners amongst 
us ; he speaks small, too, like a gentleman.’* 
He sat for a long time, talking over the opera, 
and all the prima donnas in the world. When he 
was gone, Mr. and Mr. called. * 
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rrhe latter asked us io dinner to-morrow, to meet 

jjr, — : — j whO) poor man, dares neither go to the 
play nor call upon us, so strict are the good people 
here about the behaviour of their pastors and 
masters. By the by, Bssex called this morning 
to fetch away the Captain’s claret jug: he asked 
my father for . an order ; adding, with some hesi- 
tation, It must be for the gallery, if you please, 
sir, for people of colour are not allowed to go to 
the pit, or any other part of the house.” I believe 
I turned black myselfj I was so indignant. Here ’s 

aristocracy with a vengeance ! called with 

Forrest, the American actor. 'Mr. Forrest has 
rather a fine face, 1 think. We dined at three : 
after dinner, wrote journal, played on the piano, 
and frittered away iny time till half-past six. 
Went to the theatre : the house was very full, 

- and dreadfully hot. My father acted Romeo 
beautifully : I looked very nice, and the people 
applauded mygouvt abundantly. At the end of 
’ the play I was half dead with heat and fatigpie : 
came home and supped, lay down on the . floor in 
absolute meltiness away, and then came to bed* - 
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Friday f ^\st. 

Rose at eight. After breakfast went to re- 
hearsal. The School for Scandal ; Sir Peter, 1 
see, keeps his effects to himself ; what a bore this 
is, to be sure ! Got out things for the theatre. 

While eating my lunch, Mr. and his cousin, 

a Mr. — ■■ ' (one of the cleverest lawyers here), 

called * * * * 

* * # « * 

* # * # * 

They were talking of Mr. Keppel. By the by, 
of that gentleman ; Mr. Simpson sent me this 
morning, for my decision, a letter from Mr. Keppel, 
v>liciting another trial, and urging the hardness 
of his case, in being condemned upon a part 
which he had had no time to study. My own 
opinion of poor Mr. Keppel is, that no power on 
earth or in heaven can make him act decently ; 
however, of course, I did not object to his trying 
again ; he did not swamp me the first night, so 1 
don’t suppose he will the fifth. We dined at 
five. Just before dinner, received a most delicious 
bouquet, which glau«i!ened my very heart with its 
sweet smell and lovely colours: some of the 
flowers were strangers to me. After dinner, 

VOL. I. G 
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Colonel called, and began pulling out heaps 

of newspapers, and telling us a long story about 
Mr. Keppel, who, it seems, has been writing to 
the papers, to convince them and the public that 
he is a good actor, at the same time throwing out 
sundry hints, which seem aimed our way, of in- 
justice, oppression, hard usage, and the rest on ’t. 

# # # # # 

# # # # # 

Mr. called to offer to ride with me; when, 

however, the question of a horse was canvassed, 
he knew of none, and Colonel ’s whole regi- 

ment of ** beautiful ladies’ horses” had also 

neither a local habitation nor a name. * 

• * # # # 

* » # ¥ * 

When they w'ere gone, went to the theatre ; the 
house was very good, the play, the School for 
Scandal. 1 played pretty fairly, and looked very 
nice. The people were stupid to a degree, to be 
sure ; poor things ! it was very hot. Indeed, 1 
scarce understand how they should be amused 
with the School for Scandal; for though the dra-. 
matic situations are so exquisite, yet the wit is 
far above the generality of even our own audiences, 
and the tone and manners altogether are so tho- 
roughly English, that 1 should think it must- be fbi; 
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the most part incomprehensible to the good people 

here. After the play 5 came home. Colonel S — 

supped with us, and renewed the subject of Mr. 
Keppel and the theatre. My father happened 
to say, referring to a passage in that worthy’s letter 
to the public, 1 shall certainly enquire of Mr. 
Keppel why he has so used my name;” to which 

Colonel S replied, as usual, “ No, now let 

me advise, let me beg you, Mr. Kemble, just to 
remain quiet, and leave all this to me.” This was 
too much for mortal woman to bear. 1 imme- 
diately said, Not at all : it is my father’s affair, 
if any body’s ; and he alone has the right to 
demand any explanation, or make any observation 
on the subject ; and were I he, 1 certainly should 
do so, and that forthwith.” I could hold no 

longer. * * * * 

# * # * * 

* # * * # 

Came to bed in tremendous dudgeon. The few 
critiques that I have seen upon our acting, have 
been, upon the whole, laudatory. One was sent 
to me from a paper called The Mirror, which 
pleased me very much ; not because the praise in 
it was excessive, and far beyond my deserts, bat 
that it was written with great taste and feeling, 
and was evidently not the produce of a common 

G 2 
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press -hack. There appeared to me in all the 
others the true provincial dread of praising too 
much, and being led into approbation by previous 
opinions ; a sort of jealousy of critical freedom, 
which, together with the established ml admirari 
of the press, seems to keep them in a constant 
dread of being thought enthusiastic. They need 
not be afraid : enthusiasm may belong to such 
analysis as Schlegel’s or Channing’s, but has 
nothing in common with the paragraphs of a 
newspaper ; the inditers of which, in my poor 
judgment, seldom go beyond the very threshold 
of criticism, i. e. the discovery of faults. I am 
infinitely amused at the extreme curiosity which 
appears to me to be the besetting sin of the people 
here. A gentleman whom j'ou know (as for 
instance, in niy case,) very slightly, will sit down 
by your table during a morning visit, turn over 
every article upon it, look at the cards of the 
various people who have called upon you, ask half- 
a> dozen questions about each of them, as many 
about your own private concerns, and all this, as 
though it were a matter of course that you should 
answer him, which I feel greatly inclined occa- 
sionally not to do. 
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Saturday^ 

Rose at eight. Ader breakfast, dawdled about 
till near one o^clock : got into a hackney coach ^ 

with D , and returned all manner of cards. 

« # # # « 

# # # « # 

Went into a shop to order a pair of shoes. The 
shopkeepers in this place, with whom I have 
hitherto had to deal, are either condescendingly 
familiar, or insolently indifferent in their manner. 
Your washerwoman sits down before you, while 
you are standbig speaking to her ; and a shop-boy 
bringing things for your inspection, not only sits 
down, but keeps his hat on in your drawing- 
room. Tlie worthy man to whom I went for my . 
shoes was so amazingly ungracious, that at first 

* The hackney coaches in this country are very different 
from those perilous receptacles of dust and dirty straw, 
which disgrace the London stands. They are comfort- 
able within, and clean without; and the horses harnessed 
to them never exhibit those shocking specimens of cruelty 
and ill usage which the poor hack horses in London pre- 
sent. Indeed (and it is a circumstance which deserves 
notice, for it bespeaks general character,) I have not seen, 
during a two years’ residence in this country, a single in- 
stance of brutality towards animals, such as one is compelled 
to witness hourly in the streets of any English town. 

a 3 
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I thought I would go out of the shop ; but recol- 
lecting that I should probably only go farther and 
fare worse, I gulped, sat down, and was measured* 
All tliis is bad : it has its origin in a vulgar mis- 
apprehension, which confounds ill breeding with 
independence, and leads people to fancy that they 
elevate themselves above their condition by dis- 
charging its duties and obligations discourte- 
ously, f # # # # 

# # # # # 

# # # # # 

Came home; wrote journal, practised, dressed 
for dinner. At five, went into our neighbour's : 
Dr. — — , the rector of Grace Church, was the 
only stranger. I liked him extremely : he sat by 
me at dinner, and I thought his conversation suf- 

-)• There is a striking difference in this respect between the 
tradcs-people of New York and those of Boston and Phila- 
delphia; and in my opinion the latter preserve quite self- 
respect enough to acquit their courtesy and civility from any 
charge of servility. The only wa}" in which I can account 
for the difference, is the greater impulse which trade receives 
in New York, the proportionate rapidity with which fortunes 
ore made, the ever-shifting materials of which its society is 
composed, and the facility with which the man who has 
served you behind his counter, having amassed an independ- 
ence, assumes a station in the first circle, where his in- 
fluence becomes commensurate with his wealth. This is not 
the case either in Boston or Philadelphia ; at least, not to 
the same degree. 
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ficiently clever, with an abundance of goodness, 
and liberal benevolent feeling shining through it. 
We retired to our room, where Mrs. — — made 
me laugh extremely with sundry passages of her 
American experiences. I was particularly amused 
with her account of their stopping, atler a long 
day’s journey, at an inn somewhere, when the 
hostess, who remained in the room the whole 
time, addressed her as follows ; “D’ye play ? ” 
pointing to an open piano-forte. Mrs. re- 

plied that she diet so sometimes ; whereupon the 
free and easy landlady ordered candles, and 
added, “ Come, sit down and give us a tune, 
then ; ” to which courteous and becoming invita- 
tion Mrs. replied by taking up her candle, 

and walking out of the room. The pendant to 

this is Mr. ’s story. He sent a die of his 

crest to a manufacturer to have it put upon his 
gig harness. The man sent home the harness, 
when it was finished, but without the die; after 

sending for which sundry times, Mr. called 

to enquire after it himself when the reply was : — 

** Lord ! why I did’nt know you wanted it.” 

“ I tell you, I wish to have it back.” 

“ Oh, pooh ! you can’t want it much, now — 
do you?” 
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** I tell you, sir, I desire to have the die back 
immediately.” 

** Ah well, come now, what’ll you take for it?” 
**D’ye think I mean to sell ray crest? why you 
might as well ask me to sell my name.” 

“ Why you see, a good many folks have seen 
it, and want to have it on their harness, as it ’s a 
pretty looking concern enough.” 

So much for their ideas of a crest. This, 
though, by the by, happened some years ago. 

After the gentlemen joined us, my father made 
me sing to them, which I did with rather a bad 
grace, as I don’t think any body wished to hear 

me but himself. * * * * 

* # * * # 

* * # * * 

Dr. is perfectly enchanting. They left us 

at about eleven. Came to bed. 


Sunday f 23d. 

Rose at eight. After break&st, went to church 

with D . There is no such thing, I perceive, 

as a pew-opener; so, after standing sufficiently 
long in the middle of the church, we established 
ourselves very comfortably in a pew, where we 
remained unmolested. The day was most lovdiy. 
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and my eyes were constantly attracted to the 
church windows, through which the magnificent 
willows of the burial-ground looked like golden- 
green fountains rising into the sky. * * 

# # # # # 

# # * * # 

The singing in church was excellent, and Dr. 
sermon very good, too: he wants stern- 
ness ; but that is my particular fancy about a 
clergyman, and by most people would be accounted 

no want. It was not sacrament Sunday ; D 

was disappointed, and I mistaken. Mr. 

\valked home with us. After church, wrote jour- 
nal. called, and sat with us during dinner, 

telling us stories of the flogging of slaves, as he 
himself had witnessed it in the south, that forced 
the colour into my face, the tears into my eyes, 
and strained every muscle in my body with 
positive rage and indignation : he made me per- 
fectly sick with it. When he was gone, my 

father went to Colonel ’s. I played all 

through Mr. ’s edition of Cinderella, and 

then wrote three long letters, which kept me up 
till nearly one o’clock. Oh, bugs, fleas, flies, ants, 
and musquitoes, great is the misery you inflict 
upon me ! I sit slapping my own face all day, 
and lie thumping my pillow all night : ’t is a per- 
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feet nuisance to be devoured of creatures before 
one ’s' in the ground ; it isn’t fair. Wrote to Mr. 
■ , to ask if he would ride with me on Tuesday. 

I am dying to be on horseback again. * 

* # # * * 

# # * • * 


Monday, 24M. 

Rose at eight: went and took a bath. After 
breakfast, went to reliearsnl : Venice Preserved, 
with Mr. Kcppel, who did not appear to me to know 
the words even, and seemed perfectly bewildered 
at being asked to do the common business of the 
piece. “ Mercy on me ! what will he do to- 
night?” thought I. Came home and got things 
ready for the theatre. Received a visit from poor 

Mr. , who has got the lumbago, as Sir Peter 

would say, on purpose,” I believe, to prevent 
my riding Out to-morrow. Dined at three : after 
dinner, played and sang through Cinderella; wrote 
journal : at six, went to the theatre. My gown 
was horribly ill-plaited, and 1 looked like a blue- 
bag. 'Fhe house was very full, and they received 
Mr. K with acclamations and shouts of ap- 

plause. When I went on, I was all but tumbling 
down at the sight of my Jaffier, who looked like 
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the Apothecary in Romeo and Juliet^ witli the 
addition of some devilish red slashes along his 
thighs and arms. The first scene passed well and 
so ; but, oh, the next, and the next, and the next 
to that. Whenever he was not glued to my side 
(and that was seldom), he stood three yards be- 
hind me ;* he did nothing but seize my hand, and 
grapple to it so hard, that unless 1 had knocked 
him down (which I felt much inclined to try), Icould 
not disengage myself. In the senate scene, when 
I was entreating for mercy, and s/ruggling, as 
Otway has it, for my life, he was prancing round 
the stage in every direction, fiourisliing his dagger 
in the air : I wish to fleaven 1 had got u{) and 
run away ; it would but have been natural, and 
have served him extremely right. In the parting 
scene, — oh what a scene it was ! — instead of 
going away from me when he said “ farewell for 
ever,” he stuck to my skirts, though in the same 
breath that I adjured him, in the words of my 
part, not to leave me, I added, aside, Get away 
from me, oh do!” When I exclaimed, Not 
one kiss at parting,” he kept embracing and kiss- 
ing me like mad ; and when I ought to have been 
pursuing him, and calling after him, ** Leave thy 
dagger with me,” he hung himself up against the 
wing, and remained dangling there for five 

G 6 



132 


JOURNAL. 


minutes. I was half crazy ! and the good people 
sat and swallowed it all : .they deserved it, by my 
troth, they did. I prompted him constantly, and 
once, after struggling in vain to free myself from 
him, was obliged, in the middle of my part, to 
exclaim, You hurt me dreadfully, Mr. Keppel!” 
He clung to me, cramped me, crumpled me, — 
dreadful ! I never experienced any thing like 
this before, and made up my mind that I never 
would again. I played of course like a wretch, 
finished my part as well as I could, and, as soon 
as the play was over, went to my father and Mr. 
Simpson, and declared to them both my determin- 
ation not to go upon the stage again, with that 
gentleman for a hero. Three trials are as many 
as, in reason, any body can demand, and come 
what come may, 1 will not be subjected to this sort 
of experiment again. At the end of the play, the 
clever New Yorkians actually called for Mr. 
Keppel ! and this most worthless clapping of 
hands, most worthlessly bestowed upon such a 
worthless objbet, is what, by the nature of my 
craft, I am bound to care for ; 1 spit at it from 
the bottom of my soul ! Talking of applause, the 
man who acted Bedamar to-night thought fit to 
be two hours dragging me off the stage ; in con- 
sequence of which I had to scream, ** Jaffier, 
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Jaffier,” till I thought I should have broken a 
blood-vessel. On my renionsti'ating with him upon 
this, he said, “ Well, you are rewarded, listen 
the people were clapping and shouting vehe- 
mently : this is the whole history of acting and 
actors. We came home tired, and thoroughly 
disgusted, and found no supper. The cooks, who 
do not live in the house, but come and do their 
work, and depart home whenever it suits their 
convenience, had not thought proper to stay to 
prepare any supper for us : so we had to wait for 
the readiest things that could be procured out of 
doors for us — this was pleasant * — very ! At 

* The universal hour of dining, in New York, when first 
wc arrived, was tlirec o’clock ; after which hour the cooks 
took their departure, and nothing was to be obtaincfl fit to 
cat, either for love or money : this intolerable nuisance is 
gradually passing away ; but even now, though wc can get 
our dinner served at six o’clock, it is always dressed at 
three; its excellence may be iiiuigined from that. To say the 
truth, 1 think the system upon which all houses of public en- 
tertainment arc conducted in this country is a sample of the 
patience and long-suffering with which dirt, discomfort, and 
exorbitant charges may be borne by a whole community, 
without resistance, or even remonstrance. The best excep- 
tions I could name to these various inconveniences are, first, 
Mr. Cozzen’s establishment at West Point ; next, the Tre- 
mont at Boston, and, lastly, the Mansion House at Phila^ 
delphia. In each of these, wayfarers may obtain some 
portion of decent comfort : but they have their drawbacks ; 
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last appeared a cold boiled fowl, and some mon- 
strous. oysterS) that looked fbr all the world like 
an antediluvian race of oysters, for in those days 
there were giants.** Six mouthfuls each : they 
were well-flavoured ; but their size displeased my 
eye, and I swallowed but one, and came to bed. 


Friday, ^Sth. 

A letter from England, the first from dear — — . 
D- brought it me while I was dressing, and 

oh, how welcome, how welcome it was ! * 

* # # # * 

After breakfast went to rehearsal : IMuch Ado 
about Nothing. Came home, wrote journal, put 
out things for the theatre, dined at three. - After 
dinner, called. 


in the first, there are no private sitting rooms ; and in the 
last, the number of servants is inadequate to the work. The 
Treinont is by far the best establishment of the sort existing 

at present. Mr. A , the millionaire of New York, is 

about to remedy this deficiency, by the erection of a magni- 
ficent hotel in Broadway. One thing, however, is certain ; 
neither he nor any one else will ever succeed in having a de- 
cent house, if the servants are not a little superior to the 
Irish savages who officiate in that capacity in mget houses, 
public and private, in the northern states of America. 
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# # # * * 

# # # # # 

Mr* — called, and sat with us till six o’clock. 

# # # * # 

* * * # * 

I constantly sit thunderstruck at the amazing num- 
ber of unceremonious (|uestions which people here 
think (it to ask one, and, moreover, expect one to 
answer. Went to the theatre; the house was 
not good. The Italians were expected to sing 
for the first time ; they did not, however, but in 
the mean time thinned our house. 

I would give tlie world to see Mr. direct- 

ing the public taste, by an oeiliad, and leading the 
public approbation, by a gracious tapping of his 
supreme hand upon his ineffable snuil-box ; he 
reminds me of high life below sttiirs. The play 
went off very well ; I played well, and my dresses 
looked beautiful ; my father acted to perfection. 
1 never saw any thing so gallant, gay, so like a 
gentleman, so full of brilliant, buoyant, refined 

spirit; he looked admirably, too. Mr. was 

behind the scenes : speaking to me of my father’s 
appearance in Pierre, he said he reminded him of 
Lord ■ — — % 1 could not forbear asking him bow 

long he had been away from England : he replied, 
four years. Truly, four years will furnish him 
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matter of astonishment when he returns. Swal- 
low Street is grown into a line of palaces; the 
Strand is a broad magnificent avenue, where all 
the wealth of the world seems gathered together ; 
and Lord ■■■ , the “ observed of all observers,” 

is become a reel-faced, lat old man. “ Och, 
Time ! can’t ye be aisy now ! ” 


Sunday^ 30th. 

Rose late, did not go to church ; sat writing 

letters all the morning. Mr. and Mr. 

called. Wliat a character that Mr. is. 

Colonel - called, and wantetl to take my 

father out ; but we were all inditing epistles to go 
to-morrow by the dear old Pacific. At three 

o’clock, went to church with Mrs. and Mr. 

. I like I3r. most extremely. His 

mild, benevolent, Christian view of the duties 
and blessings of life is very delightful ; and the 
sound practical doctrine he preaches “ good for 

edification.” * * * * 

* * # ■ * # 

It poured with rain, but they sent a coach for us 
from the inn ; came home, dressed for dinner. 
D— — and I dined tete-d-fete. After dinner, sat 
writing letters for Mr. *s bag till ten o’clock ; 
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came to my own room^ undressed, and began a 
volume to dear . * # # 

* * # # * 

# * # * # 

I did not get to bed till three o’clock : in spite of 

all which 1 am as fat as an overstulFed pincushion. 
# * * * # 

# # # # # 

Select specimens of American pronunciation : — 

vnggaries, vagaries, 

ad infinnitiim, a<l infiiiitcni. 

vitupperate, vituperate. 

J\fIotidai/f Octol)er 1st. 

While I was out. Captain called for our 

letters. Saw Mr. , and bade him good-by ; 

they are going away to-tlay to Havre, to Europe ; 
I wish I was a nail in one of their trunks. After 
breakfast, went to rehearse King John : what a 
lovely mess they will make of it, to be sure. 
When my sorrows were ended, my ftither brought 
me home : found a most lovely nosegay from Mr. 
■■ awaiting me. Bless it ! how sweet it smelt, 
and how pretty it looked. Spent an hour delight- 
fully in putting it into water. Got things ready 
for to-night, practised till dinner, and wrote 
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journal. My father received a letter to-day^ in- 
forming him that a cabal was forming by the 
friends of Miss Vincent and Miss Clifton (native 
talent !) to hiss us off the New York stage, if pos- 
sible; if not, to send people in every night to 
create a disturbance during our best scenes : the 
letter is anonymous, and therefore little deserving 
of attention. After dinner, practised till time to 
go to the theatre. The house was very full; but 
what a cast ! what a play ! what botchers ! what 
butchers ! In his very first scene, the most Chris- 
tian king stuck fast; and. there he stood, shifting 
his truncheon from hand to hand, rolling his eyes, 
gasping for breath, and struggling for words, 
like a man in the night-mare. I thought of 
Hamlet — ** Leave thy damnable faces ” — and was 
obliged to turn away. In the scene before An- 
glers, when the French and Fnglish heralds sum- 
mon the citizens to the walls, the Frenchman 
applied his instrument to his mouth, uplifted his 
chest, distended his cheeks, and appeared to blow 
furiously ; not a sound ! he dropped his arm, and 
looked off the stage in discomfiture and indig- 
nation, when the perverse trumpet set up a blast 
fit to waken the dead, — the audience roared : it 
reminded me of the harp in the old ballad, that 
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** began to ptaj alone.” Chatillon} on his return 
Irom England, begged to assure us that with 
King John was come the mother queen, an Aniy 
stiri'ing him to blood and war. When Cardinal 
Pandulph came on, the people set up a shout, 
as usual : he was dreadfully terrified, poor thing ; 
and all the time he spoke kept giving little ner- 
vous twitches to his sacred petticoat, in a fashion 
that was enough to make one die of laughter. 
He was as obstinate, too, in his bewilderment as 
a stuttering man in his incoherency; for once, when 
he stuck fast, having twitched his skirts, and 
thumped his breast in vain for some time, 1 
thought it best, having to speak next, to go on ; 
when, lo and behold ! in the middle of my speech, 
the ** scarlet sin ” recovers his memory, and shouts 
forth the end of his own, to the utter confusion of 
my august self and the audience. 1 thought they 
never would have got through my last scene: 
king gazed at cardinal, and cardinal gazed at 
king ; king nodded and winked at the prompter, 
spread out his hands, and remained with his 
mouth open : cardinal nodded and winked at the 
prompter, crossed his hands on his breast, mid 
remained with his mouth open ; neither of them 
uttering a syllable ! ^Vhat a scene ! O, what a 
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glorious scene I Came home as soon as my part 
was over.' Supped, and sat up for my father. 
Heard his account of the end, and came to bed. * 


Wednesday^ 3d. 

Rose late. After breakfast, went to rehearsal : 
what a mess I do make of Bizarre ! Bllen Tree 
and Mrs. Chatterly were angels to what I shall be, 
yet I remember thinking them both bad enough. 
After all, if people generally did but know the 
difficulty of doing well, they would be less damna- 
tory upon those who do ill. It is not easy to act 
well. After rehearsal, went to Stewart’s with 
D . As we were proceeding up Broadway 

* It is fortunate for the managers of the Park Theatre, 
and very unfortunate for the citizens of New York, that the 
audiences who frequent that place of entertainment are 
chiefly composed of the strangers who are constantly passing 
in vast numbers through this city. It is not worth the while 
of the management to paj^ a good company, when an indif- 
ferent one answers their purpose quite as well : the system 
upon which theatrical speculations cure conducted in this 
country is, having one or two “ stars” for the principal cha- 
racters, and nine or ten sticks for all the rest. The conse- 
quence is, that a play is never decently acted, and at such 
times as stars are scarce, the bouses are very deservedly 
empty. The terrestrial audiences suffer much by this mode 
of getting up plays ; but the celestial performers, the stars 
propped upon sticks, infinitely more. 
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to Bonfanti’s*, I saw a man in the strangest atti- 
tude imaginable, absolutely setting at us T presently 

he pounced, and who should it be but « He 

came into Bonfanti’s with us, and afterwards in- 
sisted on escorting us to our various destinations ; 
not, however, without manifold and deep lament- 
ations on his slovenly appearance and dirty gloves. 
The latter, however, he managed to exchange 
chemin faisant for a pair of new ones, which he 
extracted from his pocket and drew on, without 
letting go our arms, which he squeezed most un- 
mercifully during the operation. We went through 
a part of the town which 1 had never seen betbre. 
The shops have all a strange fair*like appearance, 
and exhibit a spectacle of heterogeneous disorder, 
which greatly amazes the eye of a Londoner. The 
comparative infancy in which most of the adorn- 
ments of life are yet in this country, renders it 
impossible for the number of distinct trades to 
exist, that do among us, where the population is 
so much denser, and where the luxurious indul- 
gences of the few find ample occupation for the 
penurious industry of the many. But here, one 
man drives several trades ; and in every shop you 
meet with a strange incongruous mixture of articles 

* Stewart — Bonfanti. The name of shopkeepers in Broad- 
way : the former’s is the best shop in New York. 
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for sale* which would be found nowhere in England* 
but in the veriest village huckster's. Comparatively 
few of the objects for sale can be exposed in the 
windows* which are unlike our shop windows* 
narrow and ill adapted for the display of goods : 
but piles of them lie outside the doors, choking up 
the pathway* and coloured cloths* flannels* shawls, 
&c.* are suspended about in long draperies* whose 
vivid colours flying over the face of the houses 
give them an untidy* but at the same time a gay* 
flaunting appearance. We went into a shop to 
buy some stockings* and missing our pt'eiix cite- 
valieTi I turned round to look for him ; when 1 
perceived him beautifying most busily before a 
glass in a further corner of the shop. He had 
seized on a sort of house brush, and began brooming 
his hat : the next operation was to produce a small 
pocket comb and arrange his disordered locks ; 
lastly* he transferred the services of the brush of 
all work from his head to his feet* and having 
dusted his boots* drawn himself up in his surtout* 
buttoned its two lower buttons, and given a re 
forming grasp to his neckcloth* he approached us* 
evidently much advanced in his own good graces. 
We went to the furrier’s* and brought away my 
dark boa. Came home* put out things for packing 
up* and remained so engaged till time to dress for 



JOURNAL. 


14 ^ 


dinqer. Mr, and Mrs. and Mr. — — dined 

with us. 

* * « « * 

* * « « * 

Mr. is ail Englislinian of the high breeds 

and sufficiently pleasant. After dinner we had to 
withdraw into our bed-room, for the house is so 
full that they can’t cram any thing more into an 
inch of it. 

Joined tlie gentlemen at tea. Mr. had 

- gone to the theatre : Mr. and I had some 

music. He plays delightfully, and knows every 
note of music that ever was written ,* but he had the 
barbarity to make me sing a song of his own com- 
posing to him, which is a cruel thing in a man to 
do. He went away at about eleven, and we then 
came to bed. My father went to see Miss Clifton, 
at the Bowery theatre. 


Thursday^ 4th, 

Rose late. After breakfast, went to rehearsal: my. 
Bizarre is getting a little more into shape. After 

rehearsal, came home. Mr. and Mr. — — 

called, and sat some time with me. The former 
is tolerably pleasant, but a little too fond of tellii^ 
good stories that he has told before. Put out things 



144 


JOURNAL. 


for the theatre: dined at three. Colonel — 

called. Wrote journal : while doing so, was called 
out to look at my gown, which the worthy milliner 
had sent home. 

I am, I am an angel ! Witness it, heaven ! 

Witness it earth, and every being witness it ! 

The gown was spoil’d I Yet by immortal patience 

I did not even fly into a passion. 

She took it back to alter it. Presently arrived my 
wreath, and that had also to be taken back ; for 
*t was nothing like what I had ordered. Now all 
this does not provoke me; but the thing that does, 
is the dreadful want of manners of the trades-people 
here. They bolt into your room without knocking, 
nod to you, sit down, and without the preface of 
either Sir, Ma’am, or Miss, start off into “ Well 
now, I ’m come to speak about so and so.” At six, 
went to the theatre ; play, the Hunchback : the 
house was crammed from floor to ceiling. I had 
an intense headache, but played tolerably well. I 
wore my red satin, and looked like a bonfire. Came 
home and found Smith’s Virginia, and two volumes 
of Graham’s America, which I want to read. They 
charge twelve dollars for these : every. thing is 
horribly dear here. Came to bed with my head 
i^litting. 
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Friday^ 5th. 

Played Bizarre for the first time. Acted so-so, 
looked very pretty, the house was very fine, and 
my father incomparable : they called for him after 

the play. Colonel and Mr. called in 

while we were at supper. 


Saturday^ Gttu 

Rose late : when I came in to breakfast, found 

Colonel sitting in the parlour. He remained 

for a long time, and we had sundry discussions on 
topics manifold. It seems that the blessed people 
here were shocked at my having to hear the coarse- 
ness of Farejuhar^s Inconstant — humbug ! f * 
# # # # # 


• Were the morality that I con.stantly hear uttered a little 
more consistent, not only with right reason, hut with itself^ 
I think it might be more deserving of attention and respect. 
But the mock delicacy, which exists to so great a degree 
with regard to theatrical exhibitions, can command neither 
the one nor the other. To those who forbid all dramatic 
representations, as exhibitions of an unhealthy tendency 
upon our intellectual and moral nature, T have no objec- 
tions, at present, to make. Unqualified condemnation, par- 
ticularly when adopted on such grounds, may be a sincere, a 
respectable, perhaps a right, opinion. 1 have but one reply 
to offer to it : the human mind requires recreation ; is not a 
theatre, (always supposing it to be, not what theatres too 

VOL. r. H 
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At twelve, went out shopping, and paying bills ; 
called upon Mrs. , and sat some time with 


often are, but what they ought to be,) is not a theatre a bet- 
ter, a higher, a more noble, and useful place of recreation 
than a billiard-room, or the bar of a tavern ? Perhaps in 
the course of the moral and intellectual improvement of 
mankind, «// these will give way to yet purer and more re- 
fined sources of recreation ; but in the mean time, I confess, 
with its manifold abuses, a play-house appears to me worthy 
of toleration, if not of approbation, as holding forth (when 
direct(!d as it should be) a highly intellectual, rational, and 
refined amusement. 

However, as 1 before said, my quarrel is not with those 
who condemn indiscriminately all theatrical exhibitions ; 
they may be right; at all events, so sweeping a sentence 
betrays no inconsistency. But what are we to say to indi- 
viduals, or audiences, who turn with affected disgust from 
the sallies of Bizarre and Beatrice, and who applaud and 
laugh, and arc delighted at the gross immorality of such plays 
as the Wonder, and Rule a Wife and have a Wife ; the latter 
particularly, in which the immorality and indecency are not 
those of expression only, but of conception, and mingle in 
the whole construetion of the piece, in which not one cha- 
racter appears whose motives of action are not most un- 
worthy, and whose language is not as full of coarseness, as 
devoid of every generous, elevated, or refined sentimrat. 
(The tirades of Leon are no exception ; for in the mouth of 
a man who marries such a woman as Marguerita, by such 
means, and for such an end, they are mere mockeries.) I 
confess that my surprise was excited when 1 was told that an 
American audience would not endure that portion of Bea- 
trice's wit, which the London censors have spared, and that 
Othello was all but a proscribed play ; but it was infinitely 
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her and Mrs. ; left a card at Mrs. ’s, 

and came home, prepared things for our journey, 

more so, when 1 found thut the same audience tolerated, or 
rather encouraged with their presence and ap[)laiisc, the 
coarse production of Mrs. Centlivrc and I^eauniont and 
Fletcher. With regard to the Inconstant, it is by far the 
most moral of Farquhar*s plays ; that, perhaps, is little 
praise, for the Recruiting Officer, and the Beau’s Stratagem, 
are decidedly the reverse. But in spite of the licentiousness 
of the writing, in many parts, the construction, tlic motive, 
the action of the play is not licentious ; the characters are 
far from being utterly' debased in their conct‘ption, or de- 
praved in the sentiments they utter (excepting, of course, 
the companions of poor Mirahle’s last revel); the women, 
those surest criterions, by whose i)rinciplcs and conduct 
may be formed the truest opinion of the purity of the social 
atmosphere, the women, though free in their manners and 
language, (it was the fashion of their times, and of the times^ 
before them, when words did not pass for deeds, either good 
or bad,) arc essentially honest women ; and Bizarre, coarse 
as her expressions may appear, has yet more real delicacy 
than poor Oriana, whose womanly love causes her too far to 
forget her womanly pride. Of the catastrophe of this play, 
and its frightfully pointed moral, little need be said to prove 
that its effect is likely to be far more wholesome, because 
far more homely, than that of most theatrical inventions; in- 
vention, indeed, it is not, and its greatest interest, as perhaps 
its chief utility, is drawn from the circumstance of its being 
a faithful representation of a situation of unequalled horror, 
in which the author himself was placed, and from which he 
was rescued precisely as he extricates his hero. Of the 
truth and satirical power of the dialogue, none who under- 
stand it can dispute, and if, instead of attaching. themselves 

II 2 , 
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and- dressed for dinner; On our way to Mr. 
my father told me he had been seeing Miss 


to the farcical romping of Bizarre and her ungallant lover, 
the modest critics of tliis play had devoted some attention 
to the dialogues between young and old Mirable, their nice 
sense of decency would have been less shocked, and they 
might have found themselves repaid by some of the most 
pointed, witty, and pithy writing in the English dramatic 
literature. I am much obliged to such of my friends as 
lamented that I had to personate Farqiihar’s impertinent 
heroine ; for my own good part, I would as lief be such an 
one, as either Jane Shore, Mrs. Haller, Lady Macbeth, or 
the wild woman Bianca. I know that great crimes have a 
species of evil grandeur in them ; they spring only from a 
powerful soil, they are in their very magnitude respectable. 
I know that mighty passions have in their very excess a 
frightful majesty, that asserts the vigour of the natures from 
'4vhich they rise; and there is as little similarity between 
them, and the base, degraded, selfish, cowardly tribe of-petty 
larceny vices with which human societies abound, as there is 
between the caterpillar blight, that crawls over a fertile dis- 
trict, gnawing it away inch-meal, and the thunderbolt that 
scathes, or the earthquake that swallows the same region, in 
its awful mission of destruction. But I maintain that free- 
dom of expression and manner is by no means an indication 
of laxity of morals, and again repeat that Bizarre is free in 
her words, but not in her principles. The authoress of the 
most graceful and true analysis of Shakspeare’s female cha- 
racters has offered a better vindication of their manners 
than I could write ; I can only say, I pity sincerely all those 
who, passing over the exquisite purity, delicacy, and loveli- 
ness of their conception, dwell only upon modes of expres- 
sion which belong to the times in which their great creator ^ 
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Clifton, the girl they want him to teach to act ; (to 

feac/i to act, quotha ! ! !) lie says, she is very pretty, 


lived. With respect to the manner in which audiences are 
affected by what they hear on the stage, I cannot but tliink 
that gentlemen who wish their wives and daughters to hear 
no language of an exceptionable nature, had better make 
themselves acquainted with what they take them to see, or 
at all events, avoid, when in the theatre, attracting their 
attention to expressions which their dis^ipprobatioii serves 
only to bring into notice, and which had nuich better escape 
unheard, or at least unheeded. Voluiniiioiis as this note 
has become, I cannot hut add one word with respect to the 
members of the profession to w^hich I have belonged. Many 
actresses that I have known, in the [lerformance of uiivir- 
tuous or unlovely characters, (1 cannot, ho w'cvcr, help remem- 
bering that they were also secondary parts,) have thought 
fit to impress the audience witli the wide difference between 
their assumed and real disposition, by acting as ill, and look- 
ing as cross as they possibly could, which could not but be a 
great satisfaction to any moral audience. I have seen this done 
by that fine part in Mil man’s Fazio, Aldabella, repeatetlly, 
and not unfrequcntly by the Queen in Hamlet, Margarita in 
Rule a Wife and have a Wife, (I scarcely wonder at that, 
though,) and even by jioor Shakspeare’s Lady Falconbridge. 
I think this is a mistake : the audience, I believe, never 
forget that the actress is not indeed the wricked w'onian she 
seems. In one instance that might have been the case, 
perhaps. I speak of a great artist, w hofic efforts I never 
witnessed, but whose private excellence I have a near right 
to rejoice in, and who was as true in her performance of the 
wretch Millwood, as in her personifications of Shakspeare’s 
grandest creations. 
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indeed) vrith fine eyes, ft fair, delicate skin, and a 
handsome mouth; moreover) a tall womaii) and 
yet from the front of the house her effect is nought. 
What a pity) and a provoking ! A pleasant dinner) 
very. Mr. the poet, one Dr. , Colonel 

f and Mr. : the only woman was a Miss 

. * * * * 

% * * * * 

* # . * * # 

’s face reminded me of young : the coun- 
tenance was not ij[uite so good) but there was the 
same radiant look about the eyes and forehead* 
His expression was strongly sarcastic ; I liked him 
very much) notwithstanding. When we left the 
meU) we had the pleasure of the ehildren*s society, 
and that of an unhappy kitten, whom a little pitiless 
urchin of three years old was carrying crumpled 
under her arm like a pincushion. The people 
here make me mud by abusing Lawrence’s drawing 
of me. If ever there was a refined and intellectual 
work, where the might of genius triumphing over 
every material impediment has enshrined and 
embodied spirit itself, it is that. Talking of Law- 
rence, (poor Lawrence !) Mrs. — — said, “ Ah, 
yes ! your picture by — ^a — Sir — something — Law- 
rence ! ” Oh^ fame ! oh, fame ! Oh, vanity and 
vexation of spirit ! does your eternity and you|r 
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infinitude amount to this? There are lands where 
Shakspeare’s name was never heard, where Ra- 
phael and Handel are unknown ; to be sure, for 
the matter of that, there are regions (and those 
wide ones too) where Jesus Christ is unknown. 
At uine o’clock, went to the Richmond Hill thea- 
tre, to see the opening of the Italian company. 
Tile house itself is a pretty little box enough, but 
as bad as a box to sing in. We went to Mr. 

’s box, where he was kind enough to give ns 

seats. The first act was over, but we had all the 
benefit of the second. I had much ado not to 

laugh ; and when Mr. , that everlasting gigler, 

came and sat down beside me, I gave myself up 
for lost. However, I did behave in spite of two 
blue bottles of women, who by way of the sisters 
buzzed about the stage, singing enough to set one’s 
teeth on edge. Then came a very tall Dandini ; 
by the by, that man had a good bass voice, but 

Mr. said it vv^as the finest he had heard since 

Ziicchelli. O tempora ! O mores ! Ziicchelli, that 
prince of delicious baritones ! However, as I said, 
the man has a good bass voice ; there was also a 
sufficiently good l*ompolino. Montresor banged 
himself about, broke his time, and made some 
execrable flourishes in the Prince, whereat the 
enlightened New Yorkians applauded mightily. 

11 4 - 
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But the Pi’ima Donna ! but .the Cenerentola ! Cos- 
petto di Venere, what a figure, and what a face ! 
Indeed she was the very tiling for a lower house- 
maid, and I think the Prince was highly to blame 
for removing her from the station nature had evi- 
dently intended her for. She was old and ugly, 
and worse than ugly, unpardonably common-look- 
ing, wLtli*a cast in her eye, and a foot that, as 
Me. — — observed, it would require a ‘pretty con~ 
siderahle large glass slipper to fit. Then she sang 
— discords and dismay, how she did sing ! I could 

not forbear stealing a glance at : he applauded 

the sestett vehemently ; but when it came to that 
most touching ** nacqtii aPaffanno” he wisely inter- 
posed his handkerchief between the stage and his 

gracious countenance. I thought of poor dear 

and her sweet voice, and her refined taste, and 
shuddered to hear this favourite of hers bedevilled 
by such a Squulini. Now is it possible that people 
can be such fools as to fancy this good in spite of 
their senses, or such earless asses (that ’s a bull I 
suppose), as to suffer themselves to be persuaded 
that it is ? Though why do I ask it ? Oh yes, 
“ very easily possible.” Do not half the people 
in London spend money and time without end, 
enduring nightly penances — listening to what 
hey can’t understand, and couldn’t appreciate if 
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they did? I suppose if 1 shall allow a hundred 
oiit of the whole King’s Theatre audience to know 
anything whatever about nuisic, I am wide in my 
grant of comprehension. There was that virtuous 

3 ’^outh, Mr. y who evidently ranks as one of 

the cognoscenti liere, who exclaimed triumpliantl^^ 
at the end of one of the peri)et rations, Well, 
after all, there ’s nothing like llossini.” Handel, 
Hay^dn, Mosart, liecthoven, and Weber, are nofy 
that is certain.* I wish I could have seen Mr, 


* The liaysiaiis and- Danes arc rich in the possession of 
an original and most touching national music ; Scotland, 
Ireland, and Whiles, art^ alike favoured with the most exqui- 
site native melodies, probably, in the world. France, th^^ngh 
more barren in the wealth of sweet sounds, has a lew fine 
old airs, that redeem lier from the charge of utter sterility. 
Austria, Bohemia, and Switzerland, eacii claim a thousand 
beautiful and characteristic mountain songs ; Italy is the 
very palace of music, Germany its temple ; Spain resounds 
with wild and martial strains, and the thick groves of Por- 
tugal with native music, of a softer and sadder kind. All 
the nations of Europe, I presume all those of all the world, 
possess some kind of national music, and are blessed by 
Heaven with some measure of perception as to the loveliness 
of harmonious sounds. England alone, England and her 
descendant America, seems to have been denied a sense, to 
want a capacity, to have been stinted of a faculty, to the 
possession of which she vainly aspires. The rich spirit of 
Italian music, the solemn soul of German melody, the wild 
free Euterpe of the Cantons, have in vain been summoned 
by turns to teach her how to listen ; ’t is all in vain — she 
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during lliat finale. Coming out, were Joined by 

Mr. : brought him home in the carriage 

with us. Gave him “ Ye mariners of Spain,” and 
some cold tongue, to take the taste of the Cene- 
rentola out of his mouth. He stayed some time. 
1 like him enough : he is evidently a clever man, 
though he does murder the King’s English. (By 
the by, does JEtiglish, the tongue, belong, in Ame- 
rica, to the King or the President — I wonder ? 
1 should rather think, from my limited observ- 
ations, that it was the individual property of every 
freeborn citizen of the United States.) Now, what 
on earth can I say to the worthy citizens, if they 
ask me what I thought of the Italian opera ! That 
it was very amusing — yes, that will do nicely ; 
|hat will be true, and not too direct a condemnation 
of Uieir good taste. 


does listen painFuIly ; she has learnt by dint of time, and 
much endurance, tlie technicalities of musical science ; she 
pa3’s regally her instructors in the divine pleasure, but all in 
vain : the spirit of melody is not in her; and in spite of hosts 
of foreign musicians, in spite of the King’s Theatre, in spite 
of Pasta, in spite of music-masters paid like ministers of 
atate, fn spite of singing and playing young ladies, and criti- 
cinng young gentlemen, England, to the last day of her 
life, will be a dunce in music, for she hath it not in her ; 
neMi^, if I am not much mistaken, bath her daughter. 




JOURNAL, 


15J 


Sundat/i ^th. 

Rose late. Young breakfasted with us. 

How unfortunately plain he is ! His voice is 
marvellously like his father’s, and it i)leased me to 
hear him speak therefore. He was talking to my 
father about the various southern and western 
theatres, and bidding us expect to meet strange 
coadjutors in those lost lands beyond the world. 
On one occasion he said, when he was acting 
Richard the Third, some of the underlings kept 
their hats on while he was on the stage, whereat 

remonstrated, requesting them in a whisper 

to uncover, as they were in the presence of a king; 
to which admonition he receiveil the following, 
characteristic reply : “ Fiddlestick ! I guess we 
kno'w nothing about kings in this country.” Co- 
lonel called too; but H and I went off 

to church, and left my father to entertain them. 

Met Mr. and Mr. , who were coming 

to fetch us : went to Mr. ’s pew. UTie music 

was very delightful ; but decidedly 1 do not like 
music in church. The less my senses are appealed 
to in the house of prayer the better for me and my 
devotions; Although I have experienced excifBa« 
ment of a stern and martial, and sometimes of a 
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solemn,* nature, from music,' yet these melt away, 
and its abiding influence with me is of a much 
softer kind : therelbre, in church, I had rather dis- 
pense with it, particularly when they sing psalms, 
as they did to-day, to the tune of “ Come dwell 
with me, and be my love.” I did not like the 
sermon much; there was effect in it, painting, 
which I dislike. Staid the sacrament, the first I 

have taken in this strange land. Mr. walked 

home with us : when he was gone, Mr. — — and 

Mr. called. When they had all taken their 

departure, settled accounts, wrote journal, wrote 
to my mother, came and put away sundry things, 
and dressed for dinner. My father dined with 
Mr. : D and I dined tete-d-tete. Co- 
lonel came twice through the pouring rain 

to look after our baggage fur to-morrow; such 
charity is unexampled. 


Monday^ 8th. 

Rose (oh, horror !) at a quarter to five. Night 
was stUl brooding over the earth. Long before I 
was dressed the first voice 1 heard was that of 

Colonel 1 come to look after our luggage, and 

see us off. To lend my friend a thousand pounds 
(if 1 had it) 1 could ; to lend him my horse, pei^ 
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haps I might; but to get up in' the middle of the 
night, and come dawdling in the grey cold hour 
of the morning upon dump quays, and among 
dusty packages, except for my own flesh and blood, 
I could not. Yet this worthy man did it for us ; 
whence I pronounce that he must be half a Quaker 
himself, for no common episcopal benevolence 
could stretch this pitch. Dressed, and gathered 
together my things, and at six o’clock, just as the 
night was folding its soft black wings, and rising 
slowly from the earth, we took our departure from 
that mansion of little case, the American, and our 
fellow-lodgers the ants, and proceeded to the Phila- 
delphia steam-boat, w'hich started from the bottom 
of Barclay Street. We were recommended to this 
American hotel as the best and most comfortable 
in New York ; and truly' the charges were as high 
as one could have paid at the Clarendon, in the 
land of comfort and taxation. The wine was 
exorbitantly dear; champagne and claret about 
eleven shillings sterling a bottle ; sherry, port, and 
madeira, from nine to thirteen. The rooms were 
a mixture of French finery, and Irish ftisorder 
and dirt ; the living was by no means good ; the 
whole house being conducted on a close scraping 
system of inferior accommodations and extrava- 
gant charges. On a sudden influx of visiters, 
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sitting-rooms were converted into bed-rooms, con- 
taining four and five beds. The number of ser- 
vants was totally inadequate to the work ; and the 
articles of common use, such as knives and spoons, 
were so scantily provided, that when the public 
table was very full one day, the knives and forks 
for our dinner were obliged to be washed from 
theirs ; and the luxury of a carving knife was not 
to be procured at all on that occasion : it is true 
that they had sometimes as many as two hundred 
and fifty guests at the ordinary. Tlie servants, 
who, as I said before, were just a quarter as many 
as the house required, had no bed-rooms allotted 
to them, but slept about any where, in the public 
rooms, or on sofas in drawing-rooms, let to pri- 
vate families. In short, nothing can exceed the 
wont of order, propriety, and comfort in this esta- 
blishment, except the enormity of the tribute it 
levies upon pilgrims and wayfarers through the 
land.* And so, as 1 said, we departed therefrom 
nothing loath. 

The morning was dull, dreary, and damp, which 

* It y but justice to state, that this house has passed 
into other hands, and is much improved in every respect. 
Strangers, particularly Englishmen, will find a great con- 
venience in the five o’clock ordinary, now established there 
which is, I am told, excelleatly conducted and if>p(»nted. 



JOURNAL. 


159 


I regretted very much. The steam-boat was very 
lai’ge and commodious, as all these conveyances 
are. I enquired of one of the passengers what the 
power of the engine was : he replied that he did 
not exactly know, but that he thought it was about 
Ibrty-horse power ; and that, when going at speed, 
the engine struck thirty times in a minute : this 
appeared to me a great number in so short a time ; 
but the weather shortly became wet and drizzly, 
and 1 did not remain on deck to observe. My 
early rising had made me very sleepy, so 1 ctinie 
down to the third deck to sleep. These steam- 
boats have three stories; the upper one is, as it 
were, a roofing or terrace on the leads of the se- 
cond^* a very desirable station when the weather 
is neither too foul nor too fair; a burning sun 
being, 1 should think, as little desirable there as 
a shower of rain. The second floor or deck has 
the advantage of the ceiling above, and yet, the 
sides being completely open, it is airy, and allows 
free sight of the shores on either hand. Chairs, 
stools, and benches, are the furniture of these 
two decks. The one below, or third floor, ’^down- 
wards, in fact, the ground JhOr^ being the one near 
the water, is a spacious room completely roofed 
and walled in, where the passengers take their 
meals, and resort if the weather is unfavourable. 
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At the end of this room is a smaller cabin for the 
use of the ladies, with beds and a sofa, and all 
the conveniences necessary, if they should like to 
be sick ; whither I came and slept till breakfast 
time. Vigne’s account of the pushing, thrusting, 
rushing, and devouring on board a western steam- 
boat at meal times had prepared me for rather an 
awful spectacle ; but this, 1 find, is by no means 
the case in these more civilised parts, and every 
thing was conducted with perfect order, propriety, 
and civility. The breakfast was good, and served 
and eaten with decency enough. Came up on 
the upper deck, and walked about with my father. 
The width of the river .struck me as remarkable; 
but the shores were flat, and for the most part 
uninteresting, except for the rich and various tints 
which the thickets of wood presented, and which 
are as superior in brilliancy and intenseness to 
our autumnal colouring as their gorgeous skies 
are to ours. Opposite the town of Amboy, the 
Raritan opens into a magnificent lake-like expanse 
round the extreme point of Staten Island.* As 

* The whole of this passage is in fact a succession of 
small bays, forming a continuation to the grand bay of New 
York, and dividing Staten Island from the miunland of New 
Jersey ; the Raritan river does not properly begin till Amboy, 
where it empties itself into a bay of its own name. 
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the shores on either side, however, were not very 
interesting, I finished reading Combe’s book. 
There is much sound philosophy in it; but I do 
not think it altogether establishes the main point 
that he wishes to make good — the truth of phre- 
nology, and the necessity of its 'being adopted as 
the only science of the human mind. His general 
assertions admit of strong individual exceptions, 
which, 1 think, go far towards invalidating the 
generality. Mowever, ’t is not a full developeinciit 
of his own system, but, as it were, only an intro- 
duction to it ; and his own admissions of the ob- 
scurity and uncertainty in which that system is 
still involved necessarily enforces a suspension of 
judgment, until its practical results have become 
more manifest, and in some measure borne witness 
to the truth of his theory. — At about half-past 
ten we I'eached the place where we leave the river, 
to proceed across a part of the State of New Jersey 
to the Delaware. The landing was beyontl mea- 
sure wretched : the shore shelvetl down to the 
water’s edge ; and its marshy, clayey, sticky soil, 
rendered doubly soft and squashy by the damp 
weather, was strewn over with broken potsherds, 
stones, and bricks, by way of pathway; these, 
however, presently failed, and some slippery planks 
btilf immersed in mud were the only roads to the 



162 


JOURNAL. 


coaches that stood ready to receive the passengers 
of the steam>boat. Oh, these coaches ! English 
eye hath not seen, English ear hath not heard, nor 
hath it entered into the heart of Englishmen to 
conceive the surpassing clumsiness and wretched* 
ness of these leathern inconveniences. They are 
shaped something like boats, the 'Sides being merely 
leathern pieces, removable at pleasure, but which, 
in bad weather, are buttoned down to protect the 
inmates from the wet. There are three seats in 
this machine; the middle one, having a movable 
leathern strap, by way of adossier, runs between 
the cai'riage doors, and lifls away to permit the 
egress and ingress of the occupants of the other 
seats. Into the one facing the horses D — — and 
1 put ourselves ; presently two young ladies occu- 
pied the opposite one ; a third lady, and a gentle- 
man of the same party, sat in the middle seat, into 
which my father’s huge bulk was also squeezed ; 
finally, another man belonging to the same party 
ensconced himself between the two yourig ladies. 
Thus the two seats were filled, each with three 
persons, and there should by rights have been a 
third on ours; for this nefarious black hole on 
w’heels is intended to carry nine. However, we 
profited little by the space, for, letting alone that 
there is not really and truly room for more than 
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two human beings of common growth and pro- 
poilions on each of these seats, the third place 
was amply filled up with baskets and packages of 
ours, and huge undoubleableup coats and cloaks of 
my father’s. For the first few minutes I thought 
1 must have fainted from the intolerable sensation 
of smothering which I experienced. However, 
the leathers having been removed, and a little 
more air obtained, 1 took heart of grace, and re- 
signed myself to my fate. Away wallopped the 
four horses, trotting with their front, and galloping 
with their hind legs ; and away went we after them, 
bumping, thumping, jumping, jolting, shaking, 
tossing, and tumbling, over the wickedest road, I 
do think the cruellest, hard-heartedest road that 
ever wheel rumbled upon. Thorough bog and 
marsh, and ruts wider and deeper than any Chris- 
tian ruts I ever saw, with the roots of trees pro- 
truding aci'oss our path ; their boughs every now 
and then giving us an affectionate scratch through 
the windows ; and, more than once, a half-demo- 
lished trunk or stump lying in the middle of the 
road lifting us up, and letting us down again, with 
most awful variations of our poor coach body from 
its natural position. Bones of me ! what a road !* 

♦ I had always heard that the face of nature was gigantic 
in America ; and truly we found the wrinkles such for so 
young a country. The ruts were absolute abysses. 
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Even my father's solid proportions could not keep 
their level, but were jerked up to the roof and 
down again every three minutes. Our companions 
seemed nothing dismayed by these wondrous per- 
formances of a coach and four, but laughed and 
talked incessantly, the young ladies, at the very top 
of their voices, and with the national nasal twang.* 
The conversation was much of the genteel shop- 
keeper kind ; the wit of the ladles, and the gallantry 
of the gentlemen, savouring strongly of tapes and 
yard measures, and the shrieks of laughter of the 
whole set enough to drive one into a frenzy. 
The ladies were all pretty ; two of them particu- 
larly so, with delicate fair complexions, and beau- 

* The southern, ^vcstern, and eastern states of North 
America have each their strong peculiarities of enunciation, 
which render them easy of recognition. The Virginian and 
New England accents appear to me the most striking; 
Pennsylvania and Now York have much less brogue; but 
through all their various tones and pronunciations a very 
strong nasal inflection preserves their universal brotherhood. 
They all. speak through their noses, and at the top of their 
voices. Of dialects, [)roperly so called, there are none; 
though a few expressions, peculiar to particular states, 
which generally serve to identify their citizens ; but these 
arc not , numerous, and a jargon approaching in obscurity 
that of many of our counties is not to be met with. The 
language used in society generally is unrefined, inel^ant, 
and often ungrammc^cally vulgar ; but it is more vulgar than 
uiuntelligiblc by far. 



JOURNAI,. 


165 


tiful grey eyes : how I wish they could have held 
their tongues for two minutes. We had not long 
been in the coach before one of them complained 
of being dreadfully sick.* This, in such a space, 
and with seven near neighbours ! Fortunately she 
was near the window ; and during our whole four- 
teen miles of purgatory she altern.atcly leaned 
from it overcome with sickness, then I’eclincd lan- 
guishingly in the arms of her next neighbour, and 
then, starting up with amazing vivacity, joined her 
voice to the treble duet of her two pretty compa- 
nions, with a superiority of shrillness, that might 
have been tlie pride and envy of Billingsgate. 
’T was enough to bother a rookery ! The country 
through which we passed was w’^odland, flat, and 
without variety, save what it derived from the 
wondrous richness and brilliancy of the autumnal 
foliage. Here indeed decay is beautiful ; and na- 
ture appears more gorgeously clad in this her 
fading mantle, than in all the summer’s flush of 
bloom in our less favoured climates. -)- I noted 

* This appears to me to be a most rrctpient ailment among 
the American ladies : they must have particularly bilious con- 
stitutions. I never remember travelling in a steam-boat, on 
the smoothest water, without seeing sundry “ afflicted feir 
ones'* who complained bitterlj’ of tea-steknea in the river, 

•f* In spite of its beauty, or rather on that very account, 
an American autumn is to me particularly sad. It presents 



166 


JOURNAL. 


several beautiful wild flowers growing among the 
underwood ; some of which I have seen adorning 
with great dignity our most cultivated gardens.* 
None of the trees had any size or appearance of 
age: they are the second growth, which have sprung 
from the soil once possessed by a mightier race 
of vegetables. The quantity of mere underwood, 
and the number of huge black stumps rising in 
every direction a foot or two from the soil, bear 
witness to the existence of fine forest timber. The 
few cottages and farm houses which we passed 
reminded me of similar dwellings in France and 
Ireland; yet the peasantry here have not the same 
excuse for disorder and dilapidation as either the 
Irish or French. The farms had the same deso- 


an union of beauty and decay, that for ever reminds me of 
that loveliest disguise death puts on, when the cheek is 
covered with roses, and the eyes arc like stars, and the life 
is perishing away ; even so appear the gorgeous colours of 
the withering American woods. *T is a whole forest dying 
of consunqption. 

* The magnolia and azalia arc two of these ; and, earlier 
in the summer, the whole country looks Uke feiry-land, with 
the profiue and lovely blossoms of the wild laurel, an ever- 
green shrub unequalled for its beauty, and which absolutely^ 
overruns every patch of uncultivated ground. I wonder 
none of our parks have yet been adorned with it : it is a 
hardy plant, and 1 should think would thrive admirably in 
England. 
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late^ untidy, untended look : the gates broken, the 
fences carelessly put up, or ill repaired ; the farm- 
ing utensils sluttishly scattered about a littered 
yard, where the pigs seemed to preside by un- 
disputed right; house-windows broken, and stuffed 
with paper or clothes; dishevelled women, and 
barefooted, anomalous looking human young 
things ; — none of the stirring life and activity which 
such places present in England and Scotland ; 
above all, none of the enchanting mixture of neat- 
ness, order, and rustic elegance and comfort, wliich 
render so picturesque the surroundings of a farm, 
and the various belongings of agricultui'al labour 
in iny own dear country.* The fences struck me 

* In the opening chapter of that popular work, Kngenc 
Aram, arc the following words : — “It has been observed, 
and there is a world of homely, ay,and of legislative knowledge 
in the observation, that wherever yon see a flower in a cot- 
tage garden, or a bird-cage at the winilow, you may feel sure 
that the cottagers are better and wiser than their neighbours.” 
The truth of this observation is indisputable. But for such 
“ humble tokens of attention to something l^eyond the sterUe 
labour of life” you look in vain during a progress, through 
this country. In New England alone, neatness and a^cer« 
tain endeavour at rustic elegance and adornment, in thO'^t- 
tages and country residences, recall those of their father-land; 
and the pleasure of the traveller is immeasurably heightened 
by this circumstance. K the wild beauties of uncultivated 
nature lead our contemplations to our great Maker, these 
lowly witnesses of the industry and natural refinement of 
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as peculiar; I never saw any such in England. 
They are made of rails of wood placed horizon^- 
tally, and meeting at obtuse angles, so forming a 
zig-zag wall of wood, which runs over the country 
like the herring-bone seams of a flannel petticoat. 
At each of the angles two slanting stakes, consi- 
derably higher than the rest of the fence, were 
driven into the ground, crossing each other at the 
top, so as to secure the horizontal rails in their 
position.* There was every now and then a soft 


the laborious cultivator of the soil warm our heart with 
sympathy for our kind, and the cheering conviction tliat, 
however improved by cultivation, the sense of beauty, and 
the love of what is lovely, have been alike bestowed upon all 
our race ; *t is a wholesome conviction, which the artificial 
divisions of society too often cause us to lose sight of. The 
labourer, who, after sweating in the eye of Phoebus” all 
the day, at evening trains the fragrant jasmine round his 
lowly door, is the very same man who, in other circum- 
stances, would have been the refined and liberal patron of 
those arts which reflect the beauty of nature. 

* In all my p^jogress I looked in vain for the refreshing 
sight of a hedge — no such thing was to be seen ; and their 
extreme rarity throughout the country renders the more 
cultivated parts of it arid-looking and comparatively dreary. 
These crooked fences in the south, and stone walls to the 
north, form the divisions of the fields, instead of those deli- 
cious ** hedge-rows green,” where the old elms delight to 
grow, where the early violets and primroses first peep shel- 
tered forth, where the hawthorn blossoms sweeten the sum* 
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vivid strip of turf, along the road-sitle, that made 
me long for a horse. Indeed the whole road would 
have been a delightful ride, and was a most bitter 
drive. At the end of fourteen miles we turned 
into a swampy field, the whole foiirleeii coachfuls 
of us, and, by the helj) of Heaven, bag anil bag- 
gage were packed into the coaches which stood 
on the rail-way ready to receive us. 'riie carriages 
were not drawn by steam, like those on the Li- 


mer, tJie lioiieysiickle lianas its yellow garlands in ihc aiituiiin, 
and tilt* r(‘d hips and ha\\s'‘’ shine like hashes of earthly 
coral in the ^v inter. 

Ihit the Americans arc in too great a hinry to plant hedges : 
they have al)un dance of native inaterial ; Imt a wooden fence 
is put lip in a few weeks, a lieilge takes as many >ears to 
grow ; anil, as I said before, an American lias not lime to he 
a year about any thing, ^Vhen first the country was settled, 
the wood was an cncumhraince, anil it was ent down accord- 
ingly ; that is by no means the case now ; and the only re- 
commendation of tliese fences is, therefore, the comparative 
rajiidity with which they can be constnictiMl. One of the 
most amiable and distinguished men of this coiinfry once 
remarked to me, that the Americans were in too great a 
liurry about every thing they undertook to l>ring any thing to 
perfection. And certainly, as far as my observation goes, I 
should calculate tliat an American is horn, lives, and dies 
twice as fast as any other human creature, 1 believe one of 
the great inducements to this national hurry is, that "time 
is money,” which is true ; but it is also true, sonicthncs, that 
" most haste makes worst speed.” 

VOL. I. I 
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verpool rail-way, but by horses, with the mere ad- 
vantage in speed afforded by the iron ledges, which, 
to be sure, compared with our previous progress 
through the ruts, was considerable. Our coachful 
got into the first carriage of the train, escaping, 
by way of especial grace, the dust which one’s 
predecessors occasion. This yehicle had but two 
seats, in the usual fiishion; each of which held 
four of us. The whole inside was lined with blazing 
scarlet leather, and the windows shaded with stuff 
curtains of the same refreshing colour; which, 
with full complement of passengers, on a fine, 
sunny, American summer’s day, must make as 
pretty a little miniature hell as may be, I should 
think. The baggage waggon,- which went before 
us, a little obstructed the view. The road was 
neither pretty nor picturesque ; but still fringed 
on each side with the many-coloured woods, whose 
rich tints made variety even in sameness. This 
rail-road is an infinite blessing; ’t is not yet finished, 
but shortly will be so, and then the whole of that 
horrible fourteen miles will be performed in com- 
fort and decency in less than half the time. In 
about an hour and a half we reached the end of 
our rail-road part of the journey, and found an- 
other steam-boat waiting for us, when W'e all em- 
barked on the Delaware. Again, the enormous 
width of the river struck me with astonishment 
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and admiration. Such huge bodies of water mark 
out the country through which they run, as the 
future abode of the most extensive commerce, and 
greatest maritime power in tlie universe. The 
banks presented much the same features as those 
of the Raritan, though they were not quite so flat, 
and more diversified with scattered dwellings, vil- 
lages, and towns. We passed Rristol and Riu*- 
lington, stopping at each of them to take up pas- 
sengers.* I sat working, having finished my book, 
not a little discomfited by the pertinacious staring 
of some of my fellow-travellers. One woman, in 
particular, after wandering round me in every di- 
rection, at last came and sat down o])))osite me, 
and literally gazed me out of countenance. One 
improvement they have adopted on board these 
boats is to forbid smoking, except in the fore part 
of the vessel. I wish they would suggest that, if 
the gentlemen would refrain from spitting about 
too, it would be highly agreeable to the female 
part of the community. The universal practice 
here of this disgusting trick makes me absolutely 
sick : every place is made a perfect l>iggery of — 

* These are two very pretty villages of Quaker origin ; 
situated in the midst of a fertile and lovely country, and 
much resorted to during the summer season by the Philadel- 
phians. 

X 2 
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Street, stairs, sleam-boat, .every where — and behind 
the scenes ; and on the stage at rehearsal I have 
been shocked and annoyed beyond cxjDression by 
this horrible custom. To-day, on board the boat, 
it was a perfect shower of saliva all the time; and 
1 longed to be released from my fellowship with 
these very obnoxious chevvers of tobacco.* At 
about four o’clock we reached Philadelphia, having 
performed the journey between that and New York 
(a distance of a hundred miles) in less than ten 
liours, in spite of bogs, ruts, and all other impe- 
diments. Tlic manager came to look after us and 
our goods, and we were })resently stowed into a 
coach which conveyed us to the Mansion House, 
the best reputed inn in Philadelphia. On asking 

for our bed-rooms, they showed Y) and myself 

into a double-bedded room. On my remonstrating 
against this, the chamber-maid replied, that they 
were not accustomed to allow lodgers so 7n?ic/i 7*aom 

* It luis happened to me after a few hours* travelling in a 
steaindioat to find the white dress, put on fresh in the morn- 
ing, covered with yellow tobacco stains ; nor is this very 
offensive habit confined to the lower orders alone. I have seen 
(^cnilenicn spit upon the carpet of the room where they were 
sitting, in the company of women, without the slightest re- 
morse ; and 1 reineinber once seeing a gentleman, who was 
travelling with us, very deliberately void his tobacco juice 
into the bottom of the coach, instead of through the win- 
dows, to my inexpressible disgust. 
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as a room apiece. However, upon my insisting, 
they gave me a little nest just big enougli to turn 
about in, but where, at least, I can be by myself. 
Dressed, and dined at five ; after dinner, wrote 
journal till tea-time, and then came to bed. 


Tuesday^ 9th. 

Rose at half-past eight. Went and took a bath. 
On my way thither, drove through twt> melancholy 
looking squares, which reminded me a little of poor 
old Queeji Square in liristol. U’hc ladies’ baths 
were closed, but as I was not particidar, they gave 
me one in the part of tlie house usually allotted 
to the men’s use. I was much surprised to find 
two baths in one room, but it seems to me that the 
people of this country have an aversion to solitude, 
whether eating, sleeping, or under any other cir- 
cumstances. 

* # ■ % % 

% * # * # 

I made acciuaintancc with a bewitching Newfound- 
land puppy whom I greatly coveted. Came home, 
tlressed, and breakfasted.. After breakfast, righted 
my things, and w'rote journal. Took a walk with 
my father through some of the principal streets^ 
The town is perfect silence and solitude, compared 

1 3 
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with New York ; there is a greater air of age about 
it too, which pleases me. The red houses are not 
so fiercely red, nor the white facings so glaringly 
white ; in short, it has not so new and flaunting a 
look, which is a great recommendation to. me. The 
city is regularly built, the streets intersecting each 
other at right angles. We passed one or two 
pretty buildings in pure white marble, and the 
bank in Chestnut Street, which is a beautiful little 
copy of the Parthenon. The pure, cold, clear- 
looking marble, suits well with the severe and un- 
adorned style of architecture ; and is in harmony, 
too, with the extreme brilliancy of the sky, and 
clearness of the atmosphere of this country.* Wc 

^ I wish that somebody would be so obli^ng as to impress 
people in general with the extreme excellence of a perception 
of the fihwss of things. Besides the intrinsic beauty of works 
of art, they have a beanty derived from their appropriateness 
to the situations in which they arc placed, and their harmony 
with the objects which surround them : this minor species of 
beauty is yet a very great one. If it were more studied, and 
better understood, public buildings would no longer appear 
as if they had fallen out of the clouds by chance ; parks and 
plantations would no more have the appearance of nurseries, 
where the trees were classed by kind, instead of being massed 
according to their various forms and colours ; and Gothic and 
classic edifices would not so often seem as if they had for- 
saken thdr appropriate situations, to rear themselves in 
climates, and among scenery, with which they in no way har- 
monise. 
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fyassed another larger building, also a bank, in the 

Corinthian style, which did not please me so much. 
The shops here are much better looking than those 
at New York : the windows are larger, and more 
advantageously constructed for the display of 
goods ; and there did not appear to be the same 
anomalous mixture of vendibles, as in the New 
York shops. The streets were very full of men 
hurrying to the town house, to give their votes. 
It is election time, and much excitement subsists 
with regard to the choice of the future President.’*' 

* Politics of all sorts, I confess, arc far beyond in v limited 
powers of coiiiprehcnsion. Tliose of this country, as far as 
r have been able to observe, resolve themselves into two great 
motives, — the aristocratic desire of elevation and separation, 
and the democratic desire of demolishing and levelling. 
Whatever may be the immediate cause of excitement or 
discussion, these are the two in aster-springs to w'hich they 
are referable. Kvery man in America is a politician ; and 
political events, ol’ ii]i|>oi*tance only liccuiise they betray the 
spirit which would be culled into play by more stirring occii- 
sions, are occurring incessantly, and keeping aliv(^ tlie in- 
terest which higli and low silike take in the evolutions of 
their political machine. Elections of state officsers, elections 
of civil authorities, all manner of elections •(for America is 
one perpetual contest for votes), are going on all the y^ear 
round ; and whereas the fiolitics of men of private stations 
in other countries are kept quietly by them, and oxbibitM 
only on occasions of general excitement, those of an American 
are as inseparable from him as his clothcHii, and mix up with 
his daily discharge of his commonest daily avocations. I was 

I 4 « 



JOURNAL. 


1^6 


The democrats or radicals are for the re-election 
of General Jackson, but the aristocratic party, 
which here at all events is the strongest, are in 
favour of Henry Clay. Here is the usual quantity 
of shouting and breaking windows that we are ac- 
customed to on these occasions. I saw a caricature 
of Jackson and Van Buren, his chief supporter, 
which was entitled ‘‘ The King and his Minister.*’ 
Van Buren held a crown in his hand, and the devil 
was approaching Jackson with a sceptre. — Came 
in at half^iast four, dressed for dinner : they gave 
us an excellent one. The master of this house 
was, it seems, once a man of independent fortune, 
and a great bem vivant. He has retained from 
thence a fellow-feeling for his guests, and does by 


extremely amused at seeing over a hat shop in New York 
one «lay, ** Anti-Bank Hat Store,” written in most attractive 
characters, as an inducement for all good democrats to go in 
and purchase their heavers of so republican a hatter. The 
universal -suffrage system is of course the cause of this gene- 
ral political mania ; and during an election of mayor or aider- 
men the good shopkeepers of New York are in as fierce a 
state of excitement as if the choice of a perpetual dictator 
were the question in point. Politics is the main subject of 
conversation among American men in society ; but, as 1 said 
before, the immediate object of discussion being most fre- 
quently some petty local interest or other, strangers cannot 
derive much pleasurcii from, or feel much sympathy in, the 
debate. 
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them as he would be done by. Alter dinner, worked 
till tea-time; after tea, wrote journal, and now I’ll 
go to bed. We are attended here by a fat old 
lively negro, by name Henry; who canters about 
in our behalt with great alacrity, and seems wrapt 
in much wonderment at many ol’our proceedings, 
liy the by, the black who protected our baggage 
Iroin the steam-boat was ycloped Oliver CrunnvelL 
I have begun Cirahanu^’s History of America, and 
■ike it mainly,” as the olil plays say. 


fV('(hirs(hn/, 10///. 

iiose at eight. A fha* breakfast, trimmed a ca}), 

and wrote to dear . The streets were in an 

uproar all night, people shouting and bold, ires 
blazing; in short, electioneering l\m, which seems 
to be pretty much the same all the world over. 
Claj' has it hollow here, they say : I wonder what 

Colonel will say to that. At twelve o’clock, 

sallietl forth with 1) to rehearsal. The theatre 

is very i)retty ; not large, but well sized, and I 

should think, favourably constructed for the voice*. 
* * * * # 

* # * * * 

Unless Aldabella is irresistibly lovely, as well 
as w'icked, there is no accounting for the conduct 

I 5 



178 


JOURNAL, 


of Fa?!io, My own idea of.her, as wel! as Milman^s 
description, is every thing that can be conceived of 
splendid in beauty, sparkling in wit, graceful in 
deportment, gorgeous in apparel, and deep and 
dangerous in crafty wiliness ; in short, the old 

serpent in the shape of Mrs. I wish Mrs. 

would act that part : I could act it well 

enough, but she would both act and look it, to the 
very life. After rehearsal, walked about the town 
in quest of some coques de j>erle for my Bianca 
dress : coidd not procure any. I like this town 
extremely : there is a look of comfort and clean- 
liness, and withal of age about it, which pleases 
me. It is quieter, too, than New York, and though 
not so gay, for that very reason is more to my 
fancy ; the shops, too, have a far better appearance. 
New York always gave me the idea of an irregular 
collection of temporary buildings, erected for some 
casual purpose, full of life, animation, and variety, 
but not meant to endure for any length of time ; a 
fair, in short. This place has a much more sub- 
stantial, sober, and city-like appearance. Came 

home at half-past two. In the hall met Mr. , 

who is grown ten years younger since I saw him 
last : it always delights me to see one of my fellow- 
mssOngers, and I am much disappointed in not 
finding -■■■ ■— here. Dined at three ; after ’dinner. 
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read my father some of my journal ; went on with 

letter to , and then went and dressed inyselfl 

Took coffee, and adjourned to the theatre. The 
house was very full, hut not so full as the Park on 
tlie first night of his acting in New York, which 
accounts for the greater stillness of the audience. 
I watched iny father narrowly through his j)art 
to-night W'ith great attention and some consequent 
fatigue, and tlie conelusu>n I have come to is this : 
that though his workmanship may be, and is, far 
finer in the hand^ than that of any other artist I 
ever saw, yet its very ininute accuracy and refine- 
ment renders it unfit lor the frame in wdiich it is 
exhibited. Whoever should paint a scene calcu- 
lated for so large a s[>ace as a theatre, and destined 
to be viewed at the distance from which an au- 
dience beholds it, with the laborious finish and 
fine detail of a miniature, would commit a great 
error in judgment. Nor w-ould he have the least 
right to complain, although the jiiiblic should pre- 
fer the coarser, yet far more effective w'ork of a 
})aintcr, who, neglecting all refinement and nicencss 
of execution, should merely paint with such full 
colouring, and breadth and boldness of touch, as to 
produce in the wide space he is called upon to fill, 
and upon the remote senses he appeals to, the effect 
of that which he intends to represent. Indeed he 

1 6 
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is the better artist of the two, though probably 
not the most intellectual man. For it is the part 
of such an one to know exactly what will best con- 
vey to the mass of mind and feeling to which he 
addresses himself the emotions and passions which 
he wishes them to experience.* Now the great 

* I have often thought that the constant demand for 
small tlieatres, which I have heard iniide by [persons of the 
higher elasscjs of society in Knglarul, was a great proof of 
the dcclim; of the more imaginative faculties among them ; 
and the? proportionate increase of that fastidious and critical 
spirit, which is so far removed IVom every thing which con- 
stitutes the essence of j)octry. The idea of illusion in a 
dramatic exhibition is confined to the Christmas s|)ectators 
of old tragetUes ami new pantomimes ; the more refined por- 
tions of our hhiglish aiulicnces yawn through Shakspeare’s 
historical plays, and r/if/::: through those which arc histories 
of human nature and its awful passions. They liave forgot- 
ten what iuimaii nature really is, and cannot even imagine it. 
They re(]uire absolute reality on the stage, because tlieir in- 
capable spirits scolf at poetical Iriilh, ami that absolute 
reality, in our ilays, consists in such rcpre.\cntations as the 
Rent Day ; or (crossing the water, for w'e dearly love what 
is foreign) the liomely improbabilities of Vietorine, llenrictte, 
and a pack of equally worthless subjects of exliihition. In- 
deed, theatres have had an end ; for the refined, the highly 
educated, the first classes of society, they have had an end ; it 
will be long, however, before the mass is sufficiently refined 
to lose all power of imagination ; and while our aristocracy 
patronise French melodramas, and seek their excitement in 
the most trashy sentimentalities of the modern icoie roman^ 
{i(juc, I have some hopes that our plebeian pits oncUgalleries 
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beauty of all my father’s performances, but parti- 
cularly of Hamlet, is a wonderful accuracy in the 
detail of the character which he represents ; an 
accuracy which modulates the emphasis of every 
word, the nature of every gesture, the expression 
of every look ; and wbicli rciulors llie \vlu>1e a 
most laborious and minute stiulv» toilsonu? in the 
conception and acquirement, and most toilsome 
in the execution. But the result, ibou^li the na- 
tural one, is not sucli as lie expects, as the reward 
of so much labour, k’ew persons are able to Ibllow 
such a performance with the necessary attention, 
and it is almost as great an exertion to sc‘e it nn~ 
(lerstandingh/^ as •to act it. "V\\c aina/ing stnily of 
it requires a study io those who ar(5 to a|>preciate 
it, and, as I take it, this is far liom being wliat the 
majority of spectators are either capable or desir- 
ous of doing; the actor loses his pains, and they 
have but little pleasure. Those who jierform, and 
those who behold a play, liavc but a certain j>vo- 
portion of power of exciting, and capability of be- 
ing excited. If, therefore, the actor expends his 


may still retain their .sympathy for tiie hives of Juliet and 
the sorrows of Oplielia. I would rather a thousand times 
act either of tho.se parts to a set of Manchester mechanics, 
than to the most select of our aristocracy, for they are « no- 
thing, if not critical,*’ 
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power of exciting, and his audience’s power of 
being excited) upon the detail of the piece, and 
continues through five whole acts to draw from 
both, the main and striking points, those of 
strongest appeal, those calculated most to rouse at 
once, and gratify the emotions of the spectator, 
have not the same intensity or vigour that they 
would have had, if the powers of both actor and 
audience had been reserved to give them their 
fullest effect. A picture requires light and shadow ; 
and the very relief that throws some of the figures 
in a fine painting into apparent obscurity, in reality 
enhances the effect produced by those over which 
the artist has shed a stronger light. Every note 
in the most expressive song does not require a 
peculiar expression ; and an air sung with indi- 
vidual emphasis on each note would be utterly 
unproductive of the desired effect. All things 
cannot have all their component parts equal, and 
** nothing pleaseth but rare accidents.” This be- 
ing so, I think that acting the best which skilfully 
husbands the actor’s and spectator’s powers, and 
puts forth die whole of the one, to call forth the 
whole of the other, occasionally only | leaving the 
intermediate parts sufficiently level, to allow him 
and them to recover the capability of again pro- 
ducing, and again receiving, such impressH^. It 
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is constant that our finest nerves deaden and dull 
from over-excitement, and require repose, before 
they regain their acute power of sensation. At 
the same time, I am far from advocating that most 
imperfect conception and embodying of a part 
which Kean allows himself: literally acting de- 
tached passages alone, and leaving all the others, 
and the entire character, indeed, utterly destitute 
of unity, or the semblance of any consistenc}' what- 
ever. But Kean anti my father are immediately 
each other’s antipodes, and in adopting their dif- 
ferent styles of acting, it is evident that each has 
been guided as much by his own physical and in- 
tellectual individuality, as by any fixed principle 
of art. The one, Kean, possesses particular phy- 
sical qualifications; an eye like an orb of light, a 
voice, exquisitely touching and melodious in its 
tenderness, and in the harsh dissonance of vehe- 
ment passion terribly true; to these he adds the 
intellectual ones of vigour, intensity, amazing 
power of concentrating effect : these give him an 
entire mastery over his audience in all . striking, 
sudden, impassioned passages ; in fulfilling which, 
he has contented himself, leaving unheeded wfiicit 
he probably could not compass, the unity of con- 
ception, the refinement of detail, and evennesti of 
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execution.* My Either pos!»csses certain physical 

defects, a faintness of colouring in the face and 
eye, a weakness of voice ; and the corresponding 
intellectual deficiencies, a want of intensity, vigour, 
and concentrating power: these circumstances have 
led him (probably unconsciously) to give his at- 
tention and study to the finer and more fleeting 
shades of character, the more graceful and delicate 
manifestations of feeling, the exquisite variety of 
all minor parts, the classic keeping of a highly 
wrought whole ; to all these, polished and refined 
tastes, an acute sense of the beauty of harmonious 


♦ Kean is gone — and with him arc gone Othello, Shylock, 
ami Kifhartl. I have lived among those whose theatrical 
creed would not permit them to acknowlctlge him as a great 
actor; but they must he bigoted, indeed, wlio would deny 
that he was a great genius, a man of most original and strik- 
ing powers, careless of art, perhaps because he did not need 
it ; but possessing those rare gifts of nature, without which 
art alone is as a dead boily. Who that ever heard will ever 
forget the beauty, the unutterable tenderness of his reply to 
Dcsdoinona’s entreaties for Cassio, “ Let him come when 
he will,.! can deny thee nothing; the deep despondency of 
his ** Oh, now farewell ; ” the miserable anguish of his Oh, 
Desdemona, away, away” ? Who that ever saw will ever 
forget the fascination of his dying eyes in Richard : when 
ilepriyed of his sword, the wondrous power of his look 
seemed yet to avert the uplifted arm of Richmond. If he 
vt^8 iif^j;ulkr and unartist-like in his performances, so is 
Niagara, %^pared with the water-works of Versailles. 
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proportions^ and a native graccj gentlcnesS| and 
refinement of mind and manner, have been his 
prompters ; but they cannot inspire those startling 
and tremendous bursts of passion, which belong 
to the highest walks of tragedy, and to which he 
never gave their fullest expression. I fancy my 
aunt Siddons united the excellences of both these 
styles. But to return to my father’s Hamlet : 
every time I see it, something strikes me afresh in 
the detail. Nothing in my mind can exceed the 
exquisite beauty of his last “ Go on — I follow 
thee,” to the ghost. The full gush of deep and 
tender faith, in spite of the awful mystery, to whose 
unfolding he is committing his life, is beautiful be- 
yond measure. It is distinct, and wholly different 
from the noble, rational, philosophic conviction, 
“ And for my soul, what can it do to that ? ” It 
is full of the ynuttcrable fondness of a believing 
heart, and brought to my mind, last night, those 
holy and lovely words of scripture, “ Perfect love 
casteth out fear : ” it enchanted me.* There is 

* I have acted Ophelia three times with my father, and 
each time, in that beautiful scene where his madness and hb 
love gush forth together like a torrent swollen with storma, 
that bears a thousand blossoms on its troubled watei^ I 
have experienced such deep emotion as hardly to be ^le t6 
speak. The exquisite tenderness of his voice, the ytild'COA^ 
passion and forlorn pity of his looks, bestowing that bn <it!iers. 
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one thing in which I do not believe my &ther ever 
has been, or ever will be, excelled ; his high and 
noble bearing, his gallant, graceful, courteous de> 
portment ; his perfect good-breeding on the stage ; 
unmarked alike by any peculiarity of time, place, 
or self (except peculiar grace and beauty). He 
appears to me the beau ideal of the courtly, tho- 
rough-bred, chivalrous gentleman from the days 
of the admirable Crichton down to those of George 
the Fourth. Coming home after the play, the 
marble buildings in the full moonlight reminded 
me of the Ghost in Hamlet ; they looked like pale 
majestic spirits, cold, calm, and colourless. 


Thttrsdatff llth. 

Rose rather late. After breakfast, wrote journal ; 


which, above all others, he most needed; the melancholy rest- 
lessness, the bitter self-scorning ; every shadow of expression 
and intonation was so full of all tim mingled anguish that the 
ho^an heart is capable of enduring, that my eyes scarce fixed 
pn Ins ere they filled with tears ; and long before the scene 
was over, the letters and jewel cases I was tendering to hhn 
were wet with them. The hardness of professed actors and 
Mtress^ is something amadng ; after acting this part, I could 
not but recall the various Ophelias I have seen, and com- 
mend^ them for the astonishing absence of every thing like 
feeling which they exhibited. Oh, it made my heart sore to 
act it. 
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at twelve went to rehearsal. # # # 

# # # e # 

After rehearsal, came home, habited, and went to 
the riding-school to try some horses. Merci de 
mot ! what quadrupeds ! How they did wallop and 
shamble about ; poor half-broken dumb brutes ! 
they know no better ; and as the natives here are 
quite satisfied with their shuffling, rollicking, mon- 
grel pace, half trot, half canter, why it is not worth 
while to break horses in a christian-like fashion 
for them.* I found something that I think my 
father can ride with tolerable comfort, but must go 

* I am speaking now only of the common saddle-horses 
that one sees about the streets and roads. The southern 
breed of race-horses is a subject of great interest and care to 
all sporting men here : they arc very beautiful animals, of a 
remarkably slight and delicate make. But the perfection of 
horses in this county are those trained for trotting: their 
speed is almost incredible. 1 have been whirled along in a 
light-built carriage by a pair of famous professed trotters, 
who certainly got over the ground at the rate of a moderate 
going steam-engine, and this without ever for a moment 
breaking into a gallop. The fondness of the Americans for 
this sort of horses, however, is one reason why one can so 
rarely obtain a well mouthed riding-horse. These trotters 
are absolutely carried on the bit, and require only a snaffle, 
and an arm of iron to hold them up. A horse well set 
his haunches is not to be met with ; and owing to this mode 
of breaking, their action is entirely from the head and 
shoulders ; and they both look and feel as if they would 
tumble down on their noses. * 
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again to-morrow and see alter something for my- 
self. Came home : the enchanting Mr. Head has 
allowed me a piano-forte ; but in bringing it into 
the room, the stupid slave broke one of its legs 
ofi^ whereat 1 was like to &int, for I thought Mr. 
Head would wish me hanged therefore. Nothing 
can exceed the civility of the people here, and the 
house is extremely well kept, quiet, and comfort- 
able. Came home in high delight with this Quaker 
city, which is indeed very pretty and pleasant. 
Flayed on the piano : dressed for dinner. After 
dinner, practised till tea-Ume, finished journal, 

discussed metaphysics with D for which I 

am a fool ; wrote to-day’s journal, and now to bed. 
I have a dreadful cold and cough, and have done 
nothing but hack and snivel the whole day long : 
this is a bad preparation for to-morrow’s work. 
Howsoever — — — 


Friday i \^th. 

Rose at eight. After breakfast, sat writing jour- 
nal and letter to . At half-past eleven, went 
to rehearsal. Afterwards walked down to the 
riding-school with my fiither. The horse I was 
to look at had not arrived ; but my father saw the 
grey. We were there for some time ; and during 
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that whole some time a tall, thin, unhappy looking 
gentlemah, who had gotten up upon a great hulking 
rawboned horse, kept trotting round and round, 
with his legs dangling down, sans stirrups, at the 
rate of a mile and a quarter an hour; occasionally 
ejaculating in the mildest of tones, keome — - 
keome up ; ” whereat the lively brute, nothing per- 
suaded, proceeded in the very same pace, at the 
very same rate; and this went on till I wondered 
at the man and the beast. Came home and put 
out things tor the theatre. My cold and cough 
are dreadful. After dinner, practised: invented 
and executed a substitute for the coqnes de perle 
in my Bianca dress ; and lay down to rest a little 
before my work. At six, went t6 the theatre ; the 

house was very full ; and 1) and my father 

say that I was extremely ungracious in my acknow- 
ledgment of their greeting. I cannot tell ; I did 
not mean to be so ; 1 made them three courtesies, 
and what could woman do more7 Of course, I 
can neither feel nor look so glad to see them, as 
I arn to sec my own dear London people : neither 
can 1 be as profound in my obeisance, as when my 
audience is civil enough to rise to me : “ there is 
differences, look you.” * * * 



'190 


JOURNAL, 


My Fazio had a pair of false black whiskers oiiy 
which' distilled a black stripe of trickling cement 
down his cheeks, and kept me in agony every time 
he had to embrace me. My voice was horrible 

to hear ; alternately like Mrs. and ^ and 

every now and then it was all I could do to utter 
at all. This audience is the most unapplausive I 
ever acted to, not excepting my excitable friends 
north of the Tweed. They were very attentive, 
certainly, but how they did make me work ! ’T is 
amazing how much an audience loses by this species 
of hanging back, even where the silence proceeds 
from unwillingness to interrupt a good perform- 
ance : though in reality it is the greatest compli- 
ment an actor can receive, yet he is deprived by 
that very stillness of half his power. Excitement 
is reciprocal between the performer and the au- 
dience : he creates it in them, and receives it back 
again from them ; and in that last scene in Fazio, 
half the effect that I produce is derived from the 
applause which I receive, the very noise and tumult 
of which tends to heighten the nervous energy 
which the scene itself begets. I know that my 
aunt Siddons has frequently said the same thing. 
And brides the above reason for applause, the 
physical powers of an actor require, after any tre- 
mendous exertion, the rest and regathering of 
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breath and strength, which the interruption of the 
audience affords him ; moreover, os ’t is the con- 
ventional mode of expressing approbation in a 
theatre, it is chilling and uncomfortable to go 
toiling on, witliout knowing whether, as the maid- 
servants say, “ one gives satisfaction or no.” They 
made noise .enough, however, at the end of the 
play. Came home, supped, and to bed ; weary 
to death, and with a voice like a cracked bagpipe. 


Safttrda^, 13//?. 

Hose at half-past eight. After breakfast, wrote 
journal ; practised for an hour ; gut things ready 
for to-morrow; put on my habit, which 1 had no 
sooner done than the perverse clouds began to 
rain. The horses came at two, but the weather 
was so bad that I sent them away again. Prac- 
tised for another hour, read a canto in l>ante, and 
dressed for dinner. After dinner, worked and 
practised. Came to my own room, and tried to 
scribble something for tlie Mirror, at my father’s 
request ; the editors having made an especdal en- 
treaty to him, that I might write something for 
them, and also sit to some artist for them. I 
could not accomplish any thing, and they must 
just take somethin that I have by me; as for my 
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physiognomy, that they shall certainly not have 
with my own good leave. I will never expend so 
much useless time again as to sit for my picture ; 
nor will I let any unhappy painter again get abused 
for painting me as I am, which is any thing but 
what 1 look like. Lawrence alone could do it : 
there is no other that could see my spirit through 
iny face ; and as for the face witliout that, the less 
that is seen of it the better. Came down to tea, 
and found a young gentleman sitting with my 
father; one Mr. . * * ♦ 

* ilh # # 

* % * # 

lie was a jiretty-spoken, genteel youth enough : he 
drank tea with us, and offered to ride with me. 
He is, it seems, a great fortune ; consecjuently, I 
suppose (ill spite of his inches), a great man. 
Now I ’ll go to bed : my cough ’s enough to kill a 
horse. 


Sunday^ 1 ♦M. 

Rose late; so late that, by the time 1 had break- 

ffisted, it was no longer time to go to church. 

« * * * # 

***** 
Finished my first letter to — — . Mr, — — called, 
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and told us that he was going about agitating^ and 

that Jackson was certainly to be re-elected. * 

* * « • * 

# # # * * 

At three o’clock D » and I sallied forth to go 

to church. Follow'ing the silver voices of the 
Sabbath bells, as they called the worshippers to 
the house of prayer, we entered a church with a 
fine simple fa9adc, and found ourselves in the' 
midst of a Presbyterian congregation. ’Tis now 
upwards of eight years since, a school girl, I used 
to attend a dissenter’s chapel. The form of wor- 
ship, though displeasing to me in itself, borrowed 
a charm to-day from old association. How much 
of the past it did recall ! * * 

* # * ^ * 

Came home and dressed for dinner. After dinner 
half-killed myself with laughter over an Irish ver- 
sion of Fazio, ycleped Grimaldi, from which tlie 
author swears Milman has shamefully filched the 
plot, characters, and even the language, I believe, 
of his drama. A gentleman of the pressj, by 

name , paid us an evening visit. He seems 

an intelligent young man enough ; and when he 
spoke of the autumnal woods, by the Oneida lake, 
his expressions were poetical and enthusiastic; 

VOL. 1. K 
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yn fl he pleased me.* • He seems to think much of 
having had the honour of corresponding with 
sundry of the small literati of London. Je lui 
en Jais mon compliment. When he was gone, 

wrote another letter to ^ journal, and now 

to bed. 


Monday^ \Bth. 

Rose at eight ; took a hot bath. The more I 
read of Grahame, the better 1 like him and his 
history. Those early settlers in Massachusetts 

* Except where they have .been made political tools, 
newspaper writers and editors have never, I believe, been 
admitted into good society in England. It is otherwise 
here : newspapers arc the main literature of America; and I 
have frequently heard it quoted, as a proof of a man’s abili- 
ties, that he writes in such and such a newspaper. Besides 
the popularity to be obtained by it, it is often attended with 
no small literary consideration and young men here, with 
talents of a really high order, and who might achieve far 
better things, too often arc content to accept this very 
mediocre mode of displaying their abilities, at very little 
expense of thought or study, ^dncglect far worthier objects 
of ambition, and the rewards held out by a distant and per- 
manent fame. I know that half my young gentlemen ac- 
qiiainliance here would reply, that they must live in the 
time, and it is a real and deep evil, arising, from the 
iqstitutions of this country, that every man must toil from 
day to day for his daily bread ; and in this degrading and 
spirit4oading care, all other nobler desires are smothered. 
It is a great national misfortune. 
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were fine feliowS} indeed ; and Cotton, one of the 
finest samples of a Christian priest imaginable. 
After breakfast, went to rehearsal. The day was 
cold, but beautifully bright and clear. The pure, 
fresh, invigorating air,- and gay sunlight, together 
with the delightfully clean streets, and pretty 
mixture of trees and buildings in this nice town, 
caused me to rejoice, as 1 walked along.* After 
rehearsal, saw Sinclair and his wife. So — we are 
to act the Gamester here. Went and ordered a 
dress for that same, my own being at New York. 
Came home, put out things for the theatre, prac- 
tised an hour ; dined at three. After dinner, read 
a canto in Dante: he is my admiration ! — great, 
great master I — a philosopher profound, as all 
poets should be ; a glorious poet, as I wish all 
philosophers were. Sketched till dark. Chose a 
beautiful claret-coloured velvet for Mrs. Beverley ; 
which will cost Miss Kemble ^eleven guineas, by 
this living light. At six, went to the theatre. I 
never beheld any thing more gorgeous than the sky 

* This delightful virtue of neatness is carried almost to an 
inconvenient pitch by the worthy Philadelphians : the'fown, 
evay now and then, appears to be in a perfect fhnqr of 
cleanliness; and of a Saturday morning, early, the streets 
are really impassable, exe^t to a good swimmer. ** CSleanli- 
ness,” says the old saw, **is near to godliness.” Philadel- 
fdiia must be very near heaven. 
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at sunset. Autumn is an emperor here, clothed 
in crimson and gold, and canopied with ruddy 
glowing skies. Yet I like the sad russet cloak of 
our own autumnal woods ; I like the sighing voice 
of his lament through the vaporous curtain that 
rbes round his steps; 1 like the music of the 
withered leaves that rustle in his path ; and oh, 
above all, the solemn thoughts that wait upon 
him, as he goes stripping the trees of their bright 
foliage, leaving them like the ungarlanded columns 
of a deserted palace. The play was Romeo and 
Juliet. My father was the “ youngest of that 
name,” for want of a better, or, rather, of a worse. 
How beautiful this performance must have been, 
when the youthful form made that appear natural 
which now seems the triumph of art over nature. 
Garrick said, that to act Romeo required a 
grey head upon green shoulders. Indeed, ’tis 
difficult! Oh, that our sapient judges did but 
know half how difficult. .. It is delightful to act 
with my father. One’s imagination need toil but 
little, to see in him the very thing he represents ; 
whereas, with all other Romeos, although they 
wef]e,rouch younger men, I have had to do double 
work. with that useful engine, my fancy: first, to 
get rid of the material obstade staring me in the 
face, and then to subsUtute some more congenial 
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representative of that sweetest vision of youth and 
love. Once, only, this was not necessary. 

***** 

***** 

The audience here are, without exception, the 
most disagreeable 1 ever played to. Not a single 
hand did they give the balcony scene, or my 
father’s scene with the friar: they are literally 
immovable. They applauded vehemently at the 
end of my draught scene, and* a great deal at the 
end of the play; but they are, nevertheless, in- 
tolerably dull ; and it is all but impossible to act 
to them. * * # * 

***** 

* * # " * * 

The man who acted Capulet did it better than any 
Capulet I ever acted with ; and the nurse, besides 
looking admirably, acted her part very well : and 
’tis hard to pleale me, after poor dear old Mi*s. 
Davenport. The house was literally crammed 
from floor to ceiling.- Came home tired and 
hoarse ; though my voice was a good deal better 

to-day. Mr. supped with us. My father 

expected a visit from the haggling Boston manhger, 
and chose to have a witness to the conference 
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Tuesday^ 16 M. 

Rose at nine. After breakfast, read a canto in 
Dante ; wrote journal ; practised for an hour. 
The Boston manager, it seems, does not approve 
of our terms; and after bargaining till past two 
o'clock last night with my father, the latter, wea- 
ried out' with his illiberal trafficking, and coarse 
»■ 

vulgarity of manner, declined the thing altogether : 
so, unless the gentleman thinks better of the mat- 
ter, we shall not go to Boston this winter.* At 
one o'clock, habited ; and at two, rode out with 
my father.- The day was most enchanting, mild, 
bright, and sunny ; but the roads were deplorable^ 
and the country utterly dull. My horse was a 
hard-mouthed, half-broken beast, without pace of 
any Christian kind soever ; a perfect rack on hoofs : 
how it did jog and jumble me. However, my 
bones are young, and my courage good, and I 
don’t mind a little hard work ; but the road was 

* The filial result of our very unfortunate dealings with 
this gentleman is, that our earnings (and they are not lightly 
come by), to the amount of near three thousand dollars, are 
at this moment in the hands of a trustee, and Heaven and a 
Hew England court of jusdee will decide whether they are 
ever to come into ours. 
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SO villanously bad, and the surrounding country 
so weary, dull, stale, and unprofitable, that I was 
heartily sick of my ride, when we turned towards 
Fairmount, the site of some large water-works on 
the Schuylkill, by which Philadelphia is supplied 
with water. On our right I descried, over some 
heights, a castellated building of some extent, 
whose formidable appearance, at least, bespoke atk 
arsenal ; but it was the entrance to the peniten- 
tiary instead : and presently the river, bright, 
and broad, and placid as a lake, with its beautiful 
banks, and rainbow-tinted woods, oj^iened upon us. 
We crossed a covered wooden bridge, and fol- 
lowed the water’s edge. The rich colours of the 
foliage cast a warm light over the transparent face 
of the mirror-like stream ; and, far along the 
winding shores, a mingled mantle of gorgeous- 
glowing tints lay over the woody banks, and was 
reflected in the still, sunny river. Indeed, it was 
lovely ! But our time was growing short, and we 
had to turn home; which we did by a pleasant 
and more direct path. My horse, towards the 
end of the ride, got more manageable; and 1 
doubt whether it would not be wiser to continue 
to ride it than try another, which may be just as 
bad, and, moreover, a stranger. My riding-cap 
seemed to excite universal marvel wherever we 
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passed. We came in at five o’clock ; dressed, and 
dined. Just as I had finished dinner, a most 
beautiful, fragrant, ' and delicious nosegay was 
brought to me, with a very laconic note from a 
Philadelphia dashed under, as though 

from a Quaker. Whoever *t is from, Jew or Gen- 
tile, Puritan or Pagan, he, she, or it hath my 
most unbounded gratitude. Spent an ecstatic half 
hour in arranging my flowers in glasses ; gave 
orders about my Mrs. Beverley’s gown, and began 
marking journal; while doing so, a card was 

brought up. # # # 

* * # * * 

* * # # # 

Presently Mr. — — — came in, another of our Pa- 
cific fellow-sailors. It pleases me to see them : 
they seem to bring me nearer to England. He 
gave a dreadful account of his arrival in Baltimore, 
and of the state to which the cholera had reduced 

that city. Mr. amused me, by telling me 

that he had heard my behaviour canvassed with 
much censure by some man or other, who met me 
at Mr. - — , and who was horrified at my taking 
up a book, and then a newspaper ; and, in short, 
being neither tragical nor comical, Bt a dinner- 
party. Of course, I must seem a very strange 
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animal to them all; but they seem just as strange 

to me. # # * * 

« « # # # 


Wednesdaijf \Tth. 

Rose at eight. After breakfast, put out things 
for the theatre. At eleven, went to rehearsal. Ift 
seems there has been fighting, and rushing, and 
tearing of coats at the box-office ; and one man 
has made forty dollars b^' purchasing and reselling 
tickets at an increased price. Afler rehearsal, 

came home. Mr. called, and sat some time : 

he sails for England on the twenty -fourth. Eng- 
land, oh England ! — yet, after all, what is there 
in that name ? It is not my home ; it is not those 
beloved ones w'hose fellowship is half the time 
what we call home. Is it really and truly the 
yearning of the roots for the soil in which they 
grew ? Perhaps it is only the restless roving 
spirit, that still would be where it is not. I know 
not. His description of American life and man- 
ners (and he knows .both, for he has lived con- 
stantly in this country, and his partialities are, I 
believe, ftiirly divided between it and his own,) is 

any thing but agreeable. * * 

* * • * « 
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The dignified and graceful influence which 
married women, among us, exercise over the tone 
of manners, uniting the duties of home to the 
charms of social life, and bearing, at once, like the 
orange-tree, the fair fruits of maturity with the 
blossoms of their spring, is utterly unknown here. 
Married women are either house-drudges and 
nursery-maids, or, if they appear in society, com- 
parative ciphers ; and the retiring, modest, youth- 
ful bearing, which among us distinguishes girls of 
fifteen or sixteen, is equally unknown. Society is 
entirely led by chits, who in England would be 
sitting behind a pinafore ; the consequence is, that 
it has neither the elegance, refinement, nor the 
propriety which belongs to ours; but is a noisy, 
rackety, vulgar congregation of flirting boys and 
girls, alike without style or decorum.* When 

* When wc arrived in America, we brought letters of in- 
troduction to several persons in New York : many were 
civil enough to call upon us : we were invited out to sundry 
parties, and were introduced into .what is there called the 
first society. I do not wish to enter into any description of 
it, but will only say that 1 was most disagreeably astonished ; 
and had it been ray fate to have passed through the country 
as rapidly as raost travellers do, I should have carried away 
a very unfavour{d>le impression of the beit society of New 
York. Fortunately, however, for me, my visits were re- 
peated, and my stay prolonged ; and, in the course of time, 
1 became acquainted with many individuals whose manners 
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•Mr. was gone, practised till dinner time. 

After dinner, practised for half an hour ; marked. 

and ac(iiiircments were oi' a hi^h onler, and from whose in- 
tercourse I derived the greatest gratification. But they 
generally did me the favour to visit lue; and 1 still could not 
imagine^ how it happened that I never met them at the parties 
to w'hicli I was invited, and in the circles where 1 visiteil. I 
soon discovered that tlu?y formed a society among them- 
selves, where all those cpialitie.s which I had looked for 
among the self-styled best were to he found. When I name » 
Miss Sedgwick, Halleck, Irving, Bryant, Paulding, and some 
of less fame, but whose acquirements rendered their com- 
panionship delightful indeed, amongst whom I felt proud 
and happy to find several of iny own name, it will no longer 
appear .singular that they should feel too well satisfied with 
the resources of their own society, cither to mingle in that 
of the vulgar frtxktnnabb s^ or seek with avidity the acquaint- 
ance of every stranger that arrives in New' York. It is not 
to he wondered at that foreigners have spoken as they have 
of what is termed fashionable society here, or have con- 
demned, with unqualified censure, the manners ami tone 
prevailing in it. Their condemnations arc true and just as 
regards wdiat they see; nor, perhaps, would they be much 
inclined to moderate them w'hen they found that persons 
possessing every quality that can render intercourse between 
rational creatures desirable were held in light esteem, and 
neglected, as cither liorcs, blues, or dowdies, by those so 
infinitely their inferiors in every worthy accomplishment. 
The same separation, or, if any thing, a still stronger one, sub- 
sists in Philadelphia between the self-styled fashionables 
and the really good society. The distinction there is really 
of a nature perfectly ludicrous. A friend of mine was de- 
scribing to me a family whose manners were unexception- 

K 6 



204 


JOURNAL. 


journal, till time to go to the theatre ; took coffee,* 
and away. The house was crammed again, and 
the play better acted than 1 have ever seen it out 
of London, though Mrs. Candour had stuck upon 

her head a bunch of feathers which threatened the 
gods ; and Lady Sneer well had dragged all her 


able, and whose mental accomplishments were of a high 
order : upon my expressing some surprise that I had never 
met with them, my informant replied, " Oh, no, they are 
not received by the Chestnut Street If I were called 

upon to define that society in New York and Philadelphia 
which ranks (by right of self-arrogation) as first and best, I 
should say it is a purely dancing society, where a fiddle is 
indispensable to keep its members awake ; and where their 
brains and tongues seem, by common consent, to feel that 
they had much better give up the care of mutual entertain- 
ment to the feet of the parties assembled ; and they judge 
well. Now, 1 beg leave clearly to be understood, there is 
another, and a far more desirable circle ; but it is not the one 
into which strangers find their way generally. To an En- 
glishman, this fashionable society presents, indeed, a pitiful 
sample of lofty pretensions without adequate foundation. 
Here is a constant endeavour, to imitate those states of 
European society which have for their basis the feudal 
spirit of the early ages, and which are rendered venerable by 
Aeir rank, powerful by thdr wealth, and refined, and in 
some degree reqfiectable, by great and general mental cul- 
tivation., pfE^st^.l bavj^ja^ /The sqdety there 

is of an infini^ly superior, order. A very g^eral degree of 
informatihn, and & much greater slmpficity of manners, rd&der 
ft iMnitdy liiore ^ Bbt of tblvt-fteh^er. 
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hair off her face, which needed to be ns pretty ns 
it was, to endure such an exposure. I do not 
wonder the New Yorkians did not approve of my 
Lady Teazle. If, as tells me, Mrs. — — is 
their idea of the perfection of good-breeding, well 
may my delineation of a lady be condemned as 
“ nothing particular.” Yet I am sorry I' must 
continue to lie under their censure, for I, unfor- 
tunately for myself, have seen ladies, “ ripe and 
real,” who, from all 1 can see, hear, and under- 
stand, dilTcr widely from the good manners of their 
beau ideal.” The fact is, I am not “ genteel 
enough, and I am conscious of it. The play went 
off remarkably well. Came to bed at half-past 

eleven. * * * # 

« # * # # 


Thursday t \%th. 

Here is the end of October, the very mourning- 
time of the year with us, and my room is full of 
flowers, and the sun is so bright and powerful, 
that it is impossible to go out with a shawl, or 
without a parasol. Went to rehearsal at tsrelvei 
at two, eame in and habited'^ and at half-past two^ 
rod^ out with niiy father. We took the road to 
the Schuylkill at once, through Arch Stre^ which 
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is a fine, broad, long street, running parallel with 
Chestnut Street. We walked along the road un- 
der the intense sunlight that made all things look 
sleepy around. Turning between some rising 
banks, through a defile where the road wound up 
a hill, we caught a glimpse of a white house stand- 
ing on the sunny slope of a green rise. The undu- 
lating grounds around were all bathed in warm 
light, relievetl only by the massy shadows of the 
thick woods that sheltered them. It was a bit of 

England. * * * * 

* * * * * 

Some good farming and tidy out-houses, and de- 
pendencies, completed the resemblance, and made 
me think that this must be the dwelling of some 
of my own country people. How can they live 
here ? Here, even in the midst of what is fair and 
peaceful in nature, I think my home would haunt 
me, and the hir off chiming of the waves against 
her white shores resound in my ears through the 
smooth flowing of the Schuylkill.* After pursuing 

* The beautiful villas on the banks of the Schuylkill are 
all dther utterly deserted and half ruinous, or let out by the 
proprietors to tavern keepers. The reason ass^ed for this 
is, that during that season of the year when it would be 
most desirable to reside there, the fever and ague takes pos- 
acBsion of the place, and eflbctually banishes all othor occu- 
)Mmts. This very extraordinary and capridous malady is as 
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a level uninteresting road for some time, we turned 
off to the right, and standing on the brow of a 

uncertain in its residence, ns unwelcome where it docs fix its 
abode. The courses of some of the rivers, and even whole 
tracts of country away from the vicinity of the water, have 
been desolated by it : from these it has passed away entirely, 
and removed itself to other districts, before remarkably 
healthy. Sometimes it visits particular places at intervals 
of one or two seasons ; sometimes it attaches itself to one 
side of a river, and leaves the inhabitants of the other in the 
enjoyment of perfect health ; in short, it is quite as unac- 
countable in its procceilings as a fine lady. Many causes 
have been assigned as its origin ; which, liowever, have 
varied in crcilibility at almost every new appearance of the 
mulad 3 \ The enormous cpiantit^' of decaying vegetation 
with which the autumn w'oo<ls arc strewn, y^ear after year, 
till it absolutely forms a second soil ; the dam lately erected 
by the water-works, and which, intercepting the title, causes 
occasional stagnation ; the unwholesome action of water 
lodging in hollows in the rocks ; are all reasons which have 
been given to me when I have enquired about this terrible 
nuisance along the banks of the Schuylkill : but there is 
another, and one which appeared st> obvious to me that 
when first 1 saw it, 1 felt much inclined to attribute the 
fever and ague to that, and to that alone. I allude to a foul 
and stagnant ditch, lying between the tow-path and the 
grounds of these country houses, of nearly a mile in length, 
and of considerable width. When 1 saw the sun pouring its 
intense light down into this muddy pool, covered with thick 
and unwholesome incrustations, I could not help remarking 
that this alone was quite sufficient to breed a malaria in the 
whole neighbourhood ; and that if the gentlemen proprietors 
of the lands along this part of the river would drain this 
very poisonous looking repository for bull frogs, their dwelt* 
ings would, in all probability, be free from fever and ague. 
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considerable declivity, had a most enchanting 
glimpse of the Schuylkill and its woody shores. 
The river makes a bend just above the water- 
works, and the curving banks scooping themselves 
form a lovely little sunny bay. It was more like 
a lake, just here, than a flowing stream. The sky 
was so blessedly serene, and the air so still, that 
the pure deep-looking water appeared to sleep, 
while the bright hues of the heavens, and the 
glowing tints of the woody shores, were mirrored 
with wondrous vividness on its bosom. 1 never 
saw such gorgeousness, and withal such perfect 
harmony of colouring. The golden sky, the 
mingled green, brown, yellow, crimson, and dark 
maroon, that clothed the thickets ; the masses of 
grey granite, with the vivid, mossy green that 
clung round them ; the sunny purple waters ; the 
warm, red colour of the road itself, as it wound 
down below, with a border of fresh-looking turf 
on either side of it ; the radiant atmosphere of rosy 
light that bung over all ; all combined to present 
a picture of perfect enchantment. The eye was 
drunk with beauty.* How I thought of Mr. — — — . 
Indeed a painter would have gone crazy over it, 

* This brautiful younger worid i^pears to me to have 
reemved the portion of the beloved younger son— the** coat 
of many colours.” 
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and I, who am not a painter, was half crazy that 
I was not. Tliough if I had been, what would it 
have availed ? Such colours are from God’s pal- 
let, and mortal hand may no more copy, than it 
could mingle them. We rode on through scenery 
of the same description, passing in our way a farm 
and dairj', where the cattle werh standing, not in 
open pasture land, but in a corner of forest-ground, 
all bright with the golden shedding of the trees ; 
it was very picturesque. A little runlet of water, 
too, that held the middle of a tangled ravine, ran 
glittering like a golden snake through the under- 
wood, while the stems of the trees, and the light 
foliage on the edge of the thick woody screens 
were bathed in yellow sunshine. All around*was 
beautiful, and rich, and harmonious to the eye, 

and should have been so to the spirit. * * 

# * * * * 

Returned home at about half-past five, dined at 
six ; found another beautiful nosegay waiting for 
me, from my unknown furnisher of sweets. This 
is almost as tantalising as it is civil ; and I vvould 
give half my lovely flowers to find out who sends 
them to me. Distributed them all over the room, 
and was as happy as a queen. Mr. — — called. 
My father was obliged to go out upon business, so 
D and I had to entertain that worthy youth. 
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He seems to have a wonderful veneration for a 
parcel of scribblers whose names were never heard 
of in England, beyond the limits of their own nar- 
row coteries. But he speaks like an enthusiast of 
the woods and waters of his glorious country, and 
I excuse his taste in poetry. Now isn't this strange, 
that a man who can feel the amazing might, ma- 
jesty, and loveliness of nature, can endure for a mo- 
ment the mawkish scribbling of these poetasters ? 

Verily, we be anomalous beasts. * 

# # # # « 


AUTUMN. 

Thou comcst not in sober guise. 

In mellow cloak of russet clad — 

Thine arc no melancholy skies. 

Nor hueless flowers pale and sad ; 

But, like an emperor, triumphing. 

With gorgeous robes of Tyrian dyes. 

Full flush of fragrant blossoming. 

And glowing purple canopies. 

How call ye this the season’s fall. 

That seems the pageant of the year. 
Richer ond brighter far than all 

The pomp that spring and summer wear ? 
Red falls the w'estering light of day 

On rock and stream and winding shore ; 
Soft woody banks and granite grey 
With amber clouds are curtained o’er ; 
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The wide clear waters sleeping lie 
Beneath the evening^s wings of gold. 

And on their glass}^ breast the sky 
And banks their mingled hues unfold. 

Far in the tangled woods, the ground 
Is strewn with fallen leaves, that lie 
Like crimson carpets all around 
Beneath a crimsoii canopy* 

The sloping sun with arrows bright 
Pierces the forest’s waving maze ; 

The universe seems wrapt in light, — 

A f]oating*robc of rosy haze. 

Oh, Autumn ! thou art here a king ; 

And round thy throne the smiling hours 
A thousand fragrant tributes bring 
Of golden fruits and blushing flowers* 

Oh ! not upon thy fading Reids and fells 
*ln such rich garb doth Autumn come to thee. 

My home ! — but o’er thy mountmns and thy dells 
His footsteps fall slowly and solemnly. 

Nor flower nor bud remaineth there to him. 

Save the faint-breathing rose, that, round the year. 

Its crimson buds and pale soft blossoms dim. 

In lowly beauty constantly doth wear. 

O’er yellow stubble lands, in mantle brown. 

He wanders through the wan October light ; 

Still as he gocth, slowly stripping down 

The garlands green that were the spring’s delight* 

At morn and eve thin silver vapours rise 

Around his path ; but sometimes at mid-day 
He looks along the hills with gentle eyes^ 

That make the sallow woods and fields seem gay. 
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Yet something of sad sov*reig:nty he hath — 

A sceptre crown'd with' berries ruby red ; 

And the cold sobbing wind bestrews his path 
With wither’d leaves that rustle 'neath his tread; 
And round him still, in melancholy state. 

Sweet solemn thoughts of death and of decay. 

In slow and hush’d attendance, ever wait. 

Telling how all things fsor must pass away. 


Tuesday^ 23d. 

At ten o’clock, went to rehearsal. Rehearsed 
the Hunchback, and then Fazio : this is tolerably 
hard work, with acting every night: we don’t 
steal our money, that ’s one comfort. Came home, 

found a letter for me in a strange hand. * 

* * * ■ * # 

Went on with my letter to — — ; while doing so, 
w^ interrupted by the entrance of a strange 
woman, who sat henself down, apparently in much 
confusion. She told me a story of great distress, 
and claimed my assistance as a fellow-country- 
woman. I had not a farthing of money : D 

and my father were out ; so I took the reference 
she gave me, and promised to enquire into her 
condition. The greatest evil arising from the many 
claims of this sort which are made upon us, wherever 
we go, is the feeling of distrust and suspicion which 
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they engender, and the sort of excuse which they 
teach us to apply plausibly to our unwillingness to 
answer such demands. Oh, ten to one, an im- 
postor,*’ is soon said, and instances enough may 
unfortunately be found to prove the probability of 
such a conclusion. Yet in this sweeping con- 
demnation, one real case of misery may be in- 
cluded, and that possibility should make us pause, 
for *t is one that, if afterwards detected, may be the 
source of heavy condemnation, and bitter regret 
to ourselves, f * # # # 

f This country is in one respect lilesseci above all others, 
and above all others deserving of blessing. There are no pod>!r 
— I say there arc none, there need be none ; none here need 
lift u[x the despairing voice of hopeless and helpless want, 
towards that Heaven which hears when men will not. No 
father here need work away his body’s health, and his spirit’s 
strength, in unavailing labour, from day to day, and from 
year to year, bowed down by the cruel curse his fellows lay 
upon him. No mother need wish, in the bitterness of her 
heart, that the children of her breast had died before they 
exhausted that nourishment which was the only one her 
misery could feel assured would not fail them. None need 
be born to vice, for none are condemned to abject poverty. 
Oh, it makes the heart sick to think of all the horrible an- 
guish that has been suffered by thousands and thousands of 
those wretched creatures, whose want begets a host of 
moral evils fearful to contemplate ; whose existence begins 
in poverty, struggles on through care and toil, and heart- 
grinding burdens, and ends in destitution, in sickness, alas 1 
too often in crime and infamy. Thrice blessed is this coun* 
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The fact is, that to give well, one should give 
equally one’s trouble with one’s money : the one 
in all cases, the other where one’s enquiries are 
satisfactorily answered. — Received a purple bound, 
gilt-edged periodical, published at Boston, from 

Mr. . * # # * 

# # # « # 

# # # # # 

The literary part of the book seems much on a 

par with that of similar works in England, but there 

was a wide difference in the excellence of the 
engravings. There was one from that pretty 
picture, the Bride’s Maid ; a coarse, bad engraving, 


try, for no such crying evil exists in its bosom ; no such 
moral reproach, no such political rottenness. Not only is 
the eye never offbndcd. with those piteous sights of human 
suflbring, which make one^s heart bleed, and whose number 
^pids one’s ima^ation in the thronged thoroughfares of 
tke European cities ; but the mind reposes with delight in 
the certainty that not one human creature is here doomed 
to suffer and to weep through life; not one immortal soul is 
thrown into jeopardy by the combined temptations of its own 
iniam*y, and the heartless selfishness of those who pass it by 
without holding out so much as a finger to save it. If we 
have any faidi in the excellence of mercy and benevolence^, 
we must believe that this akme will secure the blessing pf 
Bfovidence on this country. 
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but yet how much of the sadness of the original 
it recalled to me. It is a painful thing to look at : 
it brings before one too much of the sorrow of life, 
of the anguish that has been endured ; that is daily, 
hourly, endured in this prison-house of torments. 
After dinner, went on writing to — — , till time to 
go to tlie theatre. The house was not as full as I 
had expected, though a good one enough. My 
father looked wonderfully well and young ; there 
is certainly some difference in acting with him, but 
this part fatigues me horribly. 


JVednesdayt 24M. 

Went to rehearsal at eleven ; at half-past one, 

went with D to find out something about my 

yesterday’s poor woman. The worst of it is, that 
my trouble involves necessarily the trouble of 
somebody else, as I cannot go trotting and ex- 
ploring about by myself. The references were 
sufficiently satisfactory, that is, they proved that 
she was poor, and in distress, and willing to work. 
I gave her what I could, and the man by whom 
she is employed seems anxious to afibrd her work ; 
so I hope she will get on a little. The ** God 
ddess you,” of gratitude, even if uttered by guileful 
i^id unworthy lips, is surely yet a blessing if H 
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alights on those who are seeking to dd good. And 
if I were assured that that woman was the veriest 
impostor under the sun, I still should hope her 
prayer might descend with pro6t on my head ; for 
I was sincere in my desire to do well by her. 

Came home, wrote a letter to , finished one 

to ■ ; and went to the theatre. It seems there 

have been, 

".Bloody noses and crack’d crowns. 

And all the currents of a heady fight,” 

at the box-office, and truly the House bore witness 
thereto ; for it was crammed from floor to ceiling. 
The play was the Hunchback. I played very 
well, in spite of no green carpet, and no letter in 
the letter scene, which lost one of my favourite 
p<nnts ; one, by the by, that 1 am fond of, because 

it is all my own. # # * 

***** 

***** 


Thursdai/t 2Sth» 

After breakfast, went to rehearsal. Came home, 
put out things for the theatre, made myself a belt; 
received a wh<de bundle of smart annuals from 
Jtix, ; spent some time in looking over their 



JOURNAL. 


217 


engravings. My gown looked very handsome^ but 
my belt was too small ; had to make another. The 
house was good, but not great. I played only so-so: 
the fact is, it is utterly impossible to play to this 
audience at all. They are so immovable, such 
very stocks and stones, that one is fairly exhausted 
with labouring to excite them, before half one’s 
work is (lone. * ♦ * # 

* # * * * 

% « # % * 

AUTUMN SONG, 

The iijcmest time of alt the >car 

Is the time when the leaves begin to fall. 

When the chcstnut-trecs turn yellow and sear. 

And the Howers are withering one and all ; 

When the thick green sward is growing brown. 

And the honej suckle berries are red. 

And the oak is shukin<r its acorns down. 

And the dry tw igs snap ’neath the woodman’s tread. 

The merriest dance that e’er was seen 
Is the headlong dunce of the whirling leaves. 

And the rattling stubble that flies between 
The yellow ranks of the barley sheaves. 

The merriest song that e’er was heard 
Is the song of the sobbing autumn wind ; 

When the thin bare boughs of the elm are stirr’d. 

And shake the black ivy round them twined 
VOL. I. L 
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The merriest time of all the year 
Is the time when all things fade and fall. 
When the sky is bleak, and the earth is drear. 
Oh, that ’s the merriest month of all. 


Friday^ ^Qth. 

"While I was dressing) D ) like a good 

angel) came in with three letters from England 

in her band. * • * * 

# * # # % 

The love of excellent frientls is one of God’s 
greatest blessingS) and deserves our utmost thuiik- 
fulness. The counsel of sound heads and the 
affection of Christian spirits is a staff of support) 

and a spring of rejoicing through life. * 

* * # * * 

A Mr.) Mrs.) and young Mr. , called upon 

us : they are the only inhabitants of this good city 

who have done us that honour. * * 

* * # « * 

As soon as my father came in) we sallied forth 
to see the giantess of a ship the Americans have 
been building, to thresh us withal. 1 hooked my- 
self up to - ) and away we strode ; D and 

my father struggling after us, as best they might. 
The day W'as most beautiful ; bright, sunny, and 
fresh. After walking at an immense pace for some 
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time, we bethought us of looking for our pourstd^ 
vanis >• but neither sign nor vestige appeared of 
tlieni. We stood still and waited, and went on, 

and stood still again. — looked foolish at me, 

and 1 Ibulish at him : at length we wisely agreed 
that they had probably made the best of their way 
to the Navy yard, and thither we proceeded. We 
found them, according to our expectations, waiting 
for us, and proceeded to enter the building where 
this lady of the seas was proj)ped upon a hundred 
stays ; surrounded with scalToIding, with galleries 
running round from the floor to the ceiling. We 
went on deck ; in fact, the Pennsylvania has been 
boarded by the English in our person, before she 
sets foot on the sea. How I should like to see that 
ship launched ; how she will sweep down from her 
holdings, and settle to the water, as a swan before 
sw'imnjing out ! How the shores will resound with 
living voices, applauding her like a living creature ; 
how much of national pride, of anticipated triumph, 
will be roused in every heart, as her huge wings 
first unfold their shadow over the sea, anil she 
moves abroad, the glory and the wonder of the 
deep ! How, if this ship should ever lie in an 
English harbour ? If I were an American on board 
of her, I would sooner blow her up with all the 
** precious freighting souls” within her, than see 

L 2 
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)BUch a consummation. When my wonderment 
had a little subsided, it occurred to me that she 
would not, perhaps, be so available a battle ship 
as one of a smaller size : it must be impossible to 

manoeuvre her with any promptitude. * 

# # # # # 

My father and indulged in sundry right 

English bits of bragging, ns they stood at her 
stern, looking down the enormous deck. I wish 
1 knew her exact measurements : she is the largest 
ship ever built, larger than any East Indiaman ; 
the largest ship in the world. How the sea will 
groan under her; nathless in- a storm I would 
rather be in the veriest nutshell that ever was 
flung from wave-top to wave-top. How she 
would sink ! she would go down like another At- 
lantis, poor ship ! I have an amazing horror of 
drowning. Came home just in time to dine. 
After dinner, wrote letters; at six, went to the 
dieatre ; play. Hunchback ; played so-so : the 
audience are detestable. The majority are so 
silent that they not only do not applaud the acting, 
but most religiously forbear to notice all noises 
in the house, in consequence of which some impu- 
dent women amused themselves with talking 
during the whole play, much louder than the 
players.” At one time their impertinent racket 
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so bewildered me, thafr 1 was all but out, and this 
without the audience once interfering to silence 
them ; perhaps, however, that would have been an 
unwarrantable interference with the sacred liberties 
of the people. I indulged them with a very signi- 
ficant glance; and atone moment was most strongly 
tempted to request them to hold their tongues. 


Saturday^ ^Ith, 

The poor sick lady, whose pretty children I 
met running about the stairs, sent to say she 
should be very glad if I would go in and see her: 
I had hod sundry inward promptings to this effect 
before, but was withheld by the real English 
dread of intruding. At eleven, went to rehearsal : 

on my return, called on Mrs. . 

# * * « * 

# # * # * 

She interested me most extremely : I would have 
stayed long with her, but feared she might ex- 
haust herself by the exertion of conversing. Oh 
my return to my own room, I sent her Mr. ■■ 
annuals, and the volume of Mrfe. Hemans’s poetry 
he lent me. Began practising, when in walked 

that interesting youth, Mr. , with a nosegay, 

as big as himself, in his hand. Flowers, — sweet 

L 3 
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blooming, Iresh, delicious flowers, — in the last days 
of October; the very sackcloth season of the 
year. How they do rejoice my spirit. He sat 
some time, making most excessively fine speeches 
to me : while he was here, arrived another bou* 
quet from my unknown friend ; how nice, to be 
sure I all but not knowing who they come from. 
When my visiter was gone, wrote to — — - till 
dinner-time. After dinner, spent nearly the whole 
afternoon in dressing my pretty flowers. Sent 

some of them in to Mrs. I don^t know 

why, but it seemed a sad present to make to her ; 
for I almost fear she will never see the blossoms 
of another year. Yet why do I say that? — is not 

heaven brighter than even this flowery earth ? 

* « w * % 

* * # # * 

Finished my letter to ■ ; went to the theatre. 

My b^efit : the Provoked Husband. The house 
was very good. I played so-so, and looked very 
nice. What fine breeding this play is, to be sure : 
it is quite refreshing to act it; but it must be 
heathen Greek to the American exdusivesy I 
should think. 
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Sundc^, 28th. 

Had only time to swallow a mouthful of break- 
fest, and off to church. I must say it requires a 
deal of fortitude to go into an American church : 
there are no pew openers, and the people appear 
to rush indifferently into any scats tliat are vacant. 
We went into a pew where there were two women 
and a man, who did not t.ake up one half of it ; 
but who, nevertheless, looked most ungracious at 
our coming into it. They did not move to make 
way or accommodate us, but remained, with very 
discourteous, unchristian-like sulkiness, spread over 
twice as much space as they required. The spirit of 
independence seems to preside paramount, even in 
the house of God. This congregation, by fre- 
quenting an Episcopalian temple, evidently pro- 
fessed the form of faith of the English church; 
yet they neither uttered the responses, nor observed 
any one of the directions in thC Common Prayer- 
^ook. Thus, during portions of the worship 
where kneeling is enjoined, they sat or stood; and 
while the Creed was being read, half the auditors 
were reclining comfortably in their pews: the 
same thing with the Psalms, and all parts of the 
service. I suppose their love of freedom will nott 

L 4 
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suffer .them to be amenable to forms, or wear the 
exterior of humbleness and homage, even in the 
house of the Most High God.* The whole ap- 
pearance of the congregation was that of indif- 
ference, indolence, and irreverence, and was highly 
displeasing to my eye. After church, came home, 

* Throughout all the northern states, and particularly 
those of New England, the Unitarian form of faith prevails 
very extensively. It appears to me admirably suited to the 
spiritual necessities of this portion of the Americans. They 
are a reasoning, not an iiiinginative,'racc ; moreover, they are 
a hard-working, not an idle, one. It therefore suits their 
necessities, as well as their ehtuacter, to have a religious 
creed diVested at once of mysteries at which the rational 
mind excepts ; and of long and laborious ceremonies, which 
too often engross the time without the attention of the wor- 
shipper. They are poor, too, comparatively speaking ; and 
were they so inclined, could little afford, either the splendid 
pageantry which the Romish priesthood require, or the less 
glaring, but not less expensive revenues which the Episco- 
palian clergy enjoy. Their form of religion is a sun[>le ones 
a short one, and a cheap ouc. Without attempting to dis- 
cuss its excellence in the abstract, it certainly appears to me 
to be as much fitted for this people, as the marvellous le- 
gends and magnificent shows of the Romish church were to 
the early European nations. The church in America is not, 
as with us, made a mere means of living : there are no rich 
benefices, or over-swell ed bishoprics, to be hoped for, by the 
man who devotes himself to the service of Ood*s altar : the 
pecuniary remuneration of the clergy depends upon the 
generosity of their congregations ; and, for the most part, a 
sincere love of his vocation must be the American minister^a 
reward, as it was his original instigation to the work. 
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and began writing to . called. He sat 

some time mending pens for me ; and ut half-past 

one D y lie, anti I packed oursclvcs into ft 

coach, and proceeded on to Fair Mount, where 
we got out, and left the coach to wait for us. 
The day was- bright and bitter cold ; the keen 
spirit-like wind came careering over the crisping 
waters of the broad river, and carrietl across the 
cloudless blue sky the golden showers from the 
shivering woods. They had not lost their beauty 
yet; though some of their crimson lobcs were 
turned to palest yellow, and through the thin 
foliage, the dark boughs, and rugged barks showed 
distinctly, yet the sun shone joyfully on them, and 
they looked beautiful still ; and so did the water, 
curled into a thousand mimic billows, that came 
breaking their crystal heads along the curving 
shore, which, with its shady indentings and bright 
granite promontories, .seemed to lock the river in, 
and gave it the appearance of a lovely lake. We 

took the tow-path, by D *s desire ; but found 

(alas, that it is ever so !) that it was distance lent 
enchantment to the view. For, though it was very 
pretty, it had lost some of the beauty it seemed to 
wear, when we looked down upon it from the 
woody heights that skirt the road. 

On we went, — and 1 moderating our strides 

z. 5 
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io keep pace with D — ;• and she, puffing, pant- 
ing^ and struggling on to keep pace with us ; yet 
1 was perished, and she was half melted : like all 
compromises, it was but a botched business. The 
wind was deliciously fresh; and 1 think, as we 
buffeted along in its very face, we should have 
made an admirable subject for Bunbury. I, with 
my bonnet off, my combs out, and all my hair 
flying about, hooked up to ^ who, willow- 

like, bent over me, to facilitate my reaching his 
arm. D— — following in the rear, her cap and 
hair half over her face, her shawl and clothes 
fluttering in the blast, her checks the colour of 
crimson, which, relieved by her green bonnet, 
whose sides she grappled tightly down to balk 
the wind, had much the effect of a fine carnation 
bursting its verdant sheath. 1 never saw any 
thing half so absurd in my life, as we all looked. 
Yet it was very pleasant and wholesome, good for 
soul and body. After walking for some time, I 

asked D the hour. It was three, and we 

were to dine at four, in order to accommodate the 
servants, who, in this land of liberty, make com- 
plete slaves of their masters. Horror took pos- 
sessiem of us, — how were we ever to get back in 
time ? To turn back was hopeless : the endless 
carvings of the shore, however much we had 
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admired their graceful sinuosities before, would 
now have appeared abominable to our straight- 
forward designs of home, so we agreed to climb 
the hill and take the upper road — and what a 
hill it was ! — the sun poured his intense rays 
down upon it ; and, what with the heat and tlie 
wind, and thje sleep )iath-w’ay, I thought poor 

D would have died. We turned once as we 

reached the summit, and I never saw any thing 
more lovely than the scene we were leaving behind 
us. The beautiful blue water winding far away 
between its woody shores ; close below the hill, a 
small reed-crowned island lying like a gem on the 
bright river, and a little beyond, the unfinished 
arches of a white bridge : the op])ositc shores 
were bathed with the evening light, and far away 
the varied colours of the autumnal woods were 
tinged with the golden glory of sunset. But we 
were pursued by the thought of four o’clock, and 
paused but a moment. On we struggletl, and at 
last my frozen blood began to warm ; and by the 
time we reached the carriage, 1 was in a fine 
glow. Certainly exercise is, in itself, very de- 
lightful, but in scenes like these it is doubly so: 
the spirit is roused to activity by the natural 
beauties arqund, and the fancy and feelings seem 
to acquire vigour from the quick circtdation of the 

L 6 
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bloody and the muscular energy of the limbs ; it 
is highly excellent.’"^ We jumped into the coach, 
adjured the man by all the saints in the calendar 

* WhjitcM;)* progress phrenology may liavc made in tlie 
convictioiiN of jicople in general, it is iniieli to he hoped, that 
the physiological principle* to which, in the devclopenient of 
their s}stem, its professors constantly advert, may find 
favour even with those who are not prepared to admit the 
truth of the new philosophy of the human iiUellect. While 
wc have hoilics as well as soids, we must take eare of the 
health of our hiulics, if w'e wish our souls to be healthy. I 
have heard many people ineiitiou the intimate union of spirit 
and matter, displayed in the existence of a human hi'ing, as 
highly degrading to the former; however that may he, it is 
certain that we by no means show oiir value for the one, by 
neglecting and maltreutiiig tiu; other; and that if instead of 
lainenting ovc'r the unworthiness of the soufs fleshy partner^ 
we wen* to improve and correct, and endeavour to ennoble 
it, we should do the wiser thing. Upon a well-regulated 
digestion and circulation, and a healthful nervous system, 
many of our virtues depend, much of our happiness ; and it 
is almost as impossible to possess a healthy and vigorous 
mind in a diseased and ilebilitated body, as it is unusual to 
sec a strong and healthful boily allied to an intemperate and 
ilUgovcrned spirit. We have some value for the casket which 
contains our jewel : then should we not have some for that 
casket to which the jewel absolutely adheres, and which can- 
not suffer injury itself without communicating it to that 
which it contains ? Exercise, regularity, and moderation in 
diet and sleep, well proportioned and varied studies and re- 
creations, — these are none of them subjects of trivial import- 
ance to the wise. Much of our ease and contentedness 
depends upon them ; much of our well-being, much of our 
well-doing. 
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to put wings to his chariot wheels, and snt con- 
cocting plausible lies, by way of excuses, all the 
way home. At last we hit upon an ndinirnblc 
invention. The cause of our being so late was to 
be, that we stopptnl to render our assistance in 
reviving an unfortunate y<»ung woman, (a lovely 
creature, of course,) who had thrown herself into 
the Schuylkill, in consetjuenee of some love dis- 
appointment, and who was willulrawn just in time 

to be preserved. was to tell this story with 

the gravest face he could suunnon for the occa- 
sion, while we went up to tlrcss, an<l when we 
came down we were to c»»rrohorate his statement 
as correctly as good chance might enable us. We 

dressed in half a luinnte, and found Mr. 

sitting with my father, and looking amazingly 

demure. It seemed, how'ever, that no remark 
had been made, nor (jiiestion asked, about our 
protracted perambulations, so that we had actually 
thrown away all our ingenuity. I'liis vexed me so 
much, that in the middle of dinner I introduced the 
topic of drowning, and, with a lamentable face, 
related the circumstance; but, alas! one of my 
auditors was occupied with a mah-lottc tV anquUles^ 
another with an oyster voUau-vent^ and all the 
pretty girls in creation might have been drowned, 
without the loss in any degree aiTecting the evt- 
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dent {satisfaction whicli the above subjects of me- 
ditation seemed to afford the gentlemen : what 
selfish brutes men are ! shocking. Our invention 
was thus twice thrown away : one said “ Humph ! ” 
and the other “ Ha ! ” and that was the extent of 
their sympathy. After dinner, came up to my 
own room, lay down, and fairly slept till coffee 
was announced. Came down with half an eye 
open, and found the circle augmented by the 
delectable presence of Mr. . What an ori- 

ginal that youth is. They talked ])olitics, abused 
republicanism, lauded aristocracy, dVank tea, took 
snuff, ate cakes, and ptRtered a deal. My father 
was going fast asleep, was making a thou- 

sand signs to me to go to the piano, when Mr. 
— — rose to depart : the other gentlemen took 
the hint, and left us at half-past ten. 


'Tuesday^ 30/A. 

At eleven o’clock, went to rehearsal : came home, 

began letter to . Called with my father upon 

Mrs. — — : the servant committed that awfullest 
of blunders, letting one into the house, and then 
finding out that nobody was at home.* Came 

* 1 tliink it has not been my good fortune, in more than 
six instances, during my residence in this country, to find 
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home^ practised for some time : all of a sudden 
the door opened^ and in walked Colonel — — 
with my father. He had just arrived from New 


Indies “ at home” in the iiiornin*^. The first reason for this 
is, the total impossibility of having a housekeeper; the 
American servants steadfastly refusing to obey hro niistrcssi‘s; 
the being subservient to any appears, indeed, a dreiulful 
hardship to tfieni. Of course this compels the lady of the 
house to enter into all tho.se ininuti' daily details, witieh witli 
us devolve upon the superintendent servant, and she is thus 
condemned, at least for sonic part of the inoruing, to the 
store-room or the kitchen. In eonsecjuence of this, her toilet 
is seldom completed until about to take her morning pro-* 
mcnadc ; and I have been a good deal surprised, more than 
once, at being told, when 1 called, that ** the ladie s were 
dressing, hut would be. down immediately.” This is French ; 
the disorderly slouching about half the morning in a careless 
undress being, unluckily, quite compatible with that exquisite 
niceness of appearance with which the IWisian ladies edify 
their streets so much, and their homes so little. Another 
very disagreeable result of this arrangement i.s, that wlien 
you arc admitted into a house in the morning, the rooms ap- 
pear as if they never were used : there are no hooks lying 
about, no work-tables covered with evidences of constant 
use, and if there is a piano, it is generally closed ; the whole 
giving one an uninhabited feel that is extremely uncomfort- 
able. As to a morning lounge in a lady’s l>oiidoir, or a gen- 
tleman’s library, the thing ’s unheard of ; to he sure there are 
no loungers, where every man is tied to a counting-house 
from morning till night ; and therefore no occasion for those 
very pleasant sanctums devoted to gossiping, political, literary, 
and scandalous. 
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York. lie dined with us. After diniicry finished 

letter to . At six, went to the theatre. The 

house was very good; play. Much Ado abo.ut 
Nothing. I played well ; but what an audience it 
is ! I have been often recommended, in cases of 
nervousness on the stage, to .consider the au- 
dience ns just so many cabbages, and, indeed, a 
small stretch of fancy would enable me to do so 

here. Colonel supped with us. Found an 

invitation to dinner from the . “ One ex- 

ception makes a rule,’* say the scholars; by that 
same token, therefore, the Philadelphians are 
about the most inhospitable set of people it ever 
was my good fortune to fall in w’ith. * Towards 

• 1 mn sure there is no town in Europe where my father 
could hx his residence for a week, without being immediately 
luund out by most of the residents of any literary acquire- 
ments, or knowledge of matters relating to art ; 1 am sure 
that neither in France, Italy, or Germany, could he take up 
his abode in any city, without immediately being sought, by 
those best worth knowing in it. I confess it surprised nie, 
therefore, when I found that, during a month’s residence in 
Philmlclphia, scarcely a creature came near us, and but one 
house was hospitably opened to us ; as regards myself I have 
no Inclination whatever to speak upon the subject ; but it 
gave me something like a feeling of contempt, not only for 
the charities, but for the good taste of the Philadelphians, 
when I found them careless and indifierent towards one 
whose name alone is a passport into every refined and cul- 
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the end of supper, we fell into a strange discussion 
as to the nature of existence. A vain and fruit- 
less talk, after all ; for life shall be happy or sad, 
not, indeed, according to its events, but according 
to the nature of the individuals to whom these 
events befall. Colonel — — maintained that life 
was in itself desirable; abounding in blessings, 
replete with comforts, a fertile land, where still, 
as one joy decays, another springs up to flourish 
in its place. He said that he felt thankful every 
day, and eveiy hour of the day, for his existence ; 
that he feared death, only because life was an 
absolute enjoyment, and that he would willingly, 
to-morrow, accept the power of beginning his 
again, even though he should be placed on the 
world’s threshold, a lonely, friendless beggar : so 
sure was he that his prospects would brighten, 
and friends spring up to him, and plenty reward 
labour, and life become pleasant, ere it had grown 
many . years old. How widely human beings 
differ ! It was but an hour before, that I, in 


tivated society in Europe. Every where else, in America, 
our reception was very dificrent ; and lean only attribute flic 
want of courtesy we met with in Philadelphia to the greater 
prevalence of that very small spirit of dignity which is always 
afraid of committing itself. 
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counting how many stars I had already seen go down 
below the horizon of existence — Weber, Lawrence, 
Scott, all of whom I have known, — was saying to 

D " ' , “ How sad a thing, and strange, life is ! ” 

adding, what 1 repent me for, I wish that I 
were dead ! ” Oh, how can any human being, who 
looks abroad into the world, and within upon 
himself, who sees the wondrous mystery of all 
things, the unabidingness which waits on all 
matter, the imperfection which clogs all spirit; 
who notes the sovereignty of change over the 
inanimate creation, of disease, decay, and death 
over man's body, of blindness and delusion over 
his mind, of sin over his soul; who beholds the 
frailty of good men ; who feels the miserable in- 
consistency of his own nature ; the dust and ashes 
of which our love, and what we lov^ is made ; the 
evil that, like an unwholesome corpse, still clings 
to our good; the sorrow that, like its shadow, still 
walks behind our joy;— -oh, who that .fees all- this 
can say that this life is other than sad— rmost sad ? 
Yet, while I write this, God forbid that I should 
therefore want eyes to see, or sense to feel, the 
blessings wherewith he has blessed it; the re- 
wards with which he sweetens our task, the flowers 
wherewith he cheers o^ journey’s road, the many 
pre^s wherewith he supports our feet in it. Yet 
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of all these, the sweetest, the brightest, the 
strongest, are those which our soul draws from himt 
the end of its desire, not those it finds here. And 
how should not that spirit yearn for its accom- 
plishment? If we seek knowledge here, a thousand 
mists arise between our incapable senses and the 
truth ; how, then, should we not wish to cast away 
this darkness, and soar to the fountains of all 
light? If we strive to employ those faculties 
which, being of our soul, have the strength and 
enduring of immortality, the objects whereon we 
expend them here are vague, evanescent, dis- 
appointing; how then should wc not desire to 
find food fur our capacities, abiding as themelves ? 
If we long to love — ah, ai*e not the creatures in 
whom we centre our affections frail, capable of* 
change; perishable, born to decay? How then 
•should we not look with unutterable yearning for 
that life where affection is unchangeable, eternal ? 
Surely, if all the hopes, the fears, the aims, the 
tendings of our sou^ have but their beginning here, 
it is most natural, it is most fitting, to turn to that 
future where (hey shall be fulfilled. But there 

s a road between. * ^ * 

* * # « * 

A break— -a break— a break ! So much the bet- 
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ter ; for the two last days have been nothing but 

annoyance hardwork, and heartache. * * 

* # * * * 


Friday, November 2d. 

A bright sunny day ; too hot for a fire ; windows 
open, shutters closed, and the room full of flowers. 
How the sweet summer-time stays lingering here. 

Found Colonel in the drawing-room. After 

breakfast, began writing to Mr. 

called : he stayed but a short time, and went out 

with Colonel •. My father went out soon 

after, and I began to practise. Mrs. came 

in and sat with me : she played to me, and sang 
** Should those fond hopes ever leave thee.” Her 
voice was as thin as her pale transparent hands. 
She appeared to me much better than when last 
I saw her; but presently told me she had just 
been swallowing eighty drops of laudanum, poor 
thing ! When she was gone, went on practising, 
and writing, till my father came home. Walked 

with him and D— — - to call on old Lady . 

The day was so hot that I could scarcely endure 
my boa. The election was going on ; the streets 
full of rabblement, the air full of huzzaing, and 
the sky obscured with star-spangled banners, and 
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villanous transparencies of Old Hickory 
hung out in all directions. We went round the 
Town House, and looked at the window out of 
which Jefferson road the Act of Independence, 
that proclaimed the separation between England 
and America, f Called at a miisic-sho)>, tossed 

* The familiar appellation by wliich the clemoiTaey <le- 
signate their favourite, iTeueral Jackson. The hickory 
wood is the tallest and the toughest possible, ami by no 
means a bad type of some t>f the President’s ])hysical and 
moral attributes. Hickory poles, as they are called, are 
erected before most of the favcTiis freejuented by the 
thorough -going Jacksonites ; and tliey are sometimes .sur- 
mounted by Hie glorious C’ap of Liberty,’’ that much 
abused symbol, \>'hjch lias presided over so many scenes of 
political frenzy. 

f In beholding this fine young giant of a worhl, witli all 
its luiignificcnt capabilities for greatness, 1 think e\ery lui- 
glishman must feel unmingled regret at the unjust and unwise 
course of policy whicli alienated such a child from tJie 
parent government. lint, at the same time, it is irnjiossihle 
to avoid seeing that some other course must, ere long, have 
led to the same result, even if England find jair.siicd a more 
maternal course of conduct towanis America. No one, lie- 
holding this enormous country, stretching from ocean to 
ocean, watered with ten thousnml glorious rivers, combining 
every variety of climate and soil, therefore, every variety of 
produce and population ; possessing within itself every re- 
source that other nations are forced either to huy abroad, or 
to create substitutes for at home ; no one, seeing the in- 
ternal wealth of America, the abundant fertility of the 
earth’s surface, the riches iicaped below it, the unparalleled 
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over heaps of music, bought some, and ordered 
some to be sent home for me to look over. Came 


facilities for the intercourse of men, and the interchange of 
their possessions throughout its vast extent, can for an in- 
stant indulge the thought that such a country wtis ever 
destined to be an appcndiigc to any other in the world, or 
that any chain of circumstances whatever could have long 
maintsiiiied in dependence a people furnished with every 
means of freciloni and greatness. But far from regretting 
that America has tlirowii off her allegiance, and regarding lier 
as a rebellious subject, and irreverent child, Knglaud will 
siu’ely, ere long, learn to look upon this country as the in- 
heritor of her glory ; the younger England, destined to per- 
petuate the language, the memory, the virtues of the noble 
hind from which she is descended. Loving and honouring 
my country as I do, [ cannot look upon America with any 
feeling of hostility. I not only hear the voice of England iu 
the language of this people, but I recognise in all their best 
qualities, their industry, tlicir honesty, their sturdy inde- 
|>cudencc of spirit, the very witnesses of their origin — they 
are English ; no other people in the world would have licked 
us as they did; nor any other people in the world built 
up, upon the ground they won, so sound, and strong, and 
fair an edifice. 

With regard to what I have said in the beginning of this 
note, of the many reasons which combined to rentier this 
country independent of ail others, I think they in sonic 
measure tell against the probability of its long remaining at 
unity with itself. Such numerous and clashing interests ; 
such strong and opposite individuality of character between 
the northern and southern states ; above all, such enormous 
extent of country ; seem rationally to present many points 
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home, put out things for the theatre. Dined at 

three. ***** 

# # # #• 

Received another beautiful nosegay. After din- 
ner, went on with letter to ; tried over my 

music; Ileber’s song that I wanted is not among 
them. At six, went to the theatre. The sunset 
w’as glorious, the uprising of the moon most 
beautiful. There is an intensity, an earnestness 
about the colour of the sky, and tlie light of its 
bright inhabitants here, that is lovely and solemn, 
beyond any thing I ever saw. Can Italy liave 
brighter heavens than these? surely, nothing can 
exceed the beauty of these days and nights. We 
were obliged to go all manner of roundabouts to 
the play-house, in order to avoid the rabble that 
choked up the principal streets. I, by way of 
striking salutary awe into the hearts of all rioters 
who might come across our path, brandished my 
father’s sword out of the coach window the whole 
way along. The play vras Venice Preserved; my 
father played Jaffier. * # # 

% * * K. # • 


of insecurity ; many probabilities of separations and break- 
irgs asunder ; but all this lies far on, and 1 leave it to those 
V ho have good eyes for a distance. 
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I played pretty well. The house was very good; 

but at the end 1 really was half dead. * 

# # ' # # # 

# # # # # 

On our return home, met a procession of 
electioneerers carrying triangular paper lanterns 
upon poles, with “ sentiments ” political scribbled 
thereon, which, however, I could not distinguish. 
Found a most exquisite nosegay waiting for me 
at home, so sweet, so brilliant, so fragrant, and 
fresh. ***** 

# # ^ # 

h'ound nothing for supper that I could fancy. 
Drank some tea, wrote journal. Colonel -r— 
came in after supper, and wondered that I<had 
played better to my father’s JaiBer, than to Mr. 
Keppel’s. Heaven bless the world, for a con- 
glonwratcd amalgamation of fools ! 


Monday, Sth. 

Guy Fawlk’s day, and no squibs, no firing of 
pistols, no bonfires, nor parading about of fero- 
cious looking straw men. Ah ! these poor people 
never had a king and two houses of parliament, 
and don’t know what a mercy it is they weren’t 
blown up before they passed the reform bill. 
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Now if sack an accident should occur to thein» 
they’d all be sure to be blown straight into 
heaven, and hang there. Rose at half>past five. 
Oh, I quite agree with the Scotch song, 

** Up in the morning's na for me. 

Up in the morning early ; 

I ’d rather watch a winter’s night. 

Than rise in the morning early.” 

Dressed myself by candle light. Mrs. sent 

in to ask me if 1 would see her, but 1 had not 

* 

time. Sent her a note, and received, in exchange, 
the seed of what I suspect is the wood laurel, 
common in this country, but unknown in ours. 
Started from the Mansion House (which is a 
very nice inn, kept by the civilest of people,) at 
six, and reached the quay just in time to meet 
the first rosy breaking of the clouds over the 

Delaware. * * ♦ 

# * * * * 

w # # * * 

1 am sorry to leave Philadelphia. I like the 
town, and the little I have seen of its inhabitants, 
very much ; I mean in private, for they are in- 
tolerable audiences. There is an air of stability, 
of well to do, and occasionally of age, in the 
town, tliat reminds me of England. Then, as 

M 
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far as my yesterday’s dinner will allow me to judge« 
I'should say, that not only the style of living, 
but the society was superior to that which I saw 
in New York. Certainly, both the entertainment, 
itself and the guests, were irreproachable; the 
first was in very good taste, the latter appeared 
to me well-informed, and very agreeable. The 
morning, in spite of all ’s ])ersuasive pro- 

phecies, was beautiful beyond description. Tiie 
river like the smoothest glass. The sky was 
bright and cloudless, and along the shores, the 
distinctness with which each smallest variation of 
form, or shade of colour, was reflected in the 
clear mirror of the Delaware, was singularly beau- 
tiful and foiry-like. The tints of the woods were 
what no words can convey the slightest idea of. 
Now, a whole track of withered oaks, of a red 
brick hue, like a forest scorched with Arc ; now, 
a fresh thicket of cedars, of the brightest green ; 
then, wide screens of mingled trees, where the 
foliage was one gorgeous mixture of vermilion, 
dark maroon, tender green, golden yellow, and 
deep geranium. The whole land at a distance 
. appearing to lie under an atmosphere of glowing 
colour, richer than any crimson mantle that ever 
clothed the emperors of the olden world; all 
this, ilhuninated by a sun, which we should have 
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tbought too hot for June. It was very beau^N^^; I 
did not, however, see much of it, 1 was ovcrci gll t? 
with fatigue, and slept, both in the steam-bc^y, 
and in the stage>coach. When wc embarked on the 
Raritan, 1 had intended lying down in the cabin, 
and taking my slee[> fairly out, but the jolting of 
those bitter roads had made every one of the 
women sick, and the cabin was horrible beyond 
expression. Came up on deck, and worked till 
within a quarter of a mile of New York, when I 
went on the upper deck, and walked about with' 

Colonel . I asked Captain Seymour how 

often the engine would strike in a minute ; he told 
me, thirty-six times. By the by, we had a race 
coming down the Raritan, w’ith the Union steam- 
boat. The Water Witch beat her hollow ; but 
she came so near as to make our water rough, 
and so impede our progress, that I thought we 
should have had a concussion ; there is something 
very exciting in emulation, certainly. The sun 
went down in a watery, gloomy sky, though 
day had been so fine ; and when we got sight of 
the Narrows, sky, and sea, and land, were all of a 
dark leaden hue. Our second landing at New 
York was rather melancholy : shall I ever fbi^t 
the first? Came op to our comfortless quarters at 
the American; dressed, and dined, and began 
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finishing my^ letter. dear — — — , when they 
brought me ii^'.fl|)lmer from her, by the packet 

that has just cpni&^n. * « « 

* « * * * 

* # # # * 


Tuesday^ Qfh. 

It poured with rain. Lucky we did not follow 
* s advice, else we should have been miser- 
ably progressing tlirough rain and wretchedness, 
or perhaps sticking last in the mud. Went 
and took a warm bath; came home, break- 
fasted; after breakfast, practised fbr an hour; 

finished letter to ; wrote to my mother ; dined 

at five. After dinner, C!olonel — — called, and 
very nearly caused a blow up between me and my 
father : he came preaching to me the necessity of 
restoring those lines of Bianca's, in the judgment 
scene, which were originally omitted, afterwards 
restored by me at Milman's request, and again 
cut out, on finding that they only lengthened the 
scene, ^ithout producing the slightest effect, hfy 
father ^pear^ perfectly to agree with me, but 
added, t^at 1 might as well oblige the people. 1 
strmghtfiM^ said 1 would do no such thing. 
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People sitting before the curtain diust not come 
and tell me what I am to do behind it. Not one 
out of a hundred, in the first place, understand 
what they are talking about ; and why, therefore, 
am 1 to alter my work at their suggestion, when 
each particular scene has cost me more consider- 
ation than they ever bestowed upon any whole play 
in all their lives. Besides, it would be with me and 
my parts, as with the old man, his son, and his 
ass, in the fable of old ; I should never have done 
altering, and yet never satisfy any body, for the 
most universal talent I know of^ is that of finding 
fault. So, all things well considered, the New 
Yorkians must e’en be contented with the judg- 
ment of Miss O’Neill, my father, and their obe- 
dient, humble servant. Worked till tea-time; 
after tea, wrote letters till now, bed-time. 


fVednesdqyf *Jth. 

Our breakfast was so bad, none of us could eat 

any thing. After breakfast, despatched letters to 

Mr. ^ , for England. Practised for an hour, 

— sketched for an hour. • 

» * * * * . 

» ♦ * • * 
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At half-past one, went out with my father to 
walk on the Battery, while Colonel ■■ and 

D went to — to see if we could get decent 

lodgings, and wholesome eatables there. The day 
was melancholy, grey, cold; with a fdll, fresh wind, 
whirling the rattling leaves along, and rippling the 
leaden waters of the wide estuary that opens before 
this beautiful parade. The Jersey shore and 
Staten Island, with their withered woods all clothed 
in their dark, warm, autumnal hues, at a distance 
reminded me of the heathery hills of Scotland ; 

they had that dark purple richness of colouring. 

* * * * # 

* # * # * 

D— — and Colonel joined us, and we 

walked up Broadway together ; my father left me 
to go with them, and look at our proposed dwelling. 
It is all ill vain struggling with one's fate ; ’t is clear 
they haven’t the most distant idea of the comforts 
of life ill these parts. Darkness, dinginess, and 
narrowness, were the attributes of the apartments 
into which we were shown ; then, as the Colonel 
had never eaten in the house, he did not know 
what our food might be — pleasant this ! ' Resdvedy 
that we were better off where we are, and so re-, 
turned to the American. Sketched and practised 
for some time longer. Mr. called to go with 
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my father to Mrs. — — ’s, where they were to dine. 
He certainly is one of the handsomest men I ever 
saw ; but he looks half dead, and is w'orking him- 
self to death, it should seem. * * 

* * * # * 
***** 

He told me that Boston was the most charming 

town in America. * * * 

***** 

Put away things, while D unpacked them. 

Dressed for dinner. Dined at five ; afterwards 

proceeded in the unp.acking and stowing away. 

* # * # 

I was interrupted by the announcement of an 
incomprehensible cognomen, which solved itself in 

the shape of Mr. ^ who w'alkcd in, sat down, 

and began talking a deal of nonsense. 1 worked, 
that I might not go to sleep. He was most ex- 
ceedingly odd and dauldrummish. I think he 
was a little “ how corn’d you so indeed.” He sat 
very near me, spoke exceetlingly drowsily, and 
talked an amazing quantity of thickish philosophy, 
and moral and sentimental potter. 1 bore it as 
well as I could, till ten o’clock, when I asked him 
how long it was ** reckoned” discreet, in this 
country, to prolong evening visits ; whereupon he 
arose and took his departure. * * 

M 4 



JOURNAL. 


9M 

• * « * * 

« * * , * * 

Worked at the ornaments of my Bianca dressy 
finished one, and wrote journaL 


Thursdmfy Sth, 

« « « « * 

After breakfast, worked at my dress till late ; 

Mr.^ called. Put away goods and chattels ; 

put out things ft>r the theatre. A brother of Mr. 
--■■ ■ - called upon us, and sat- some time : when he 
was gone, came back to my room to finish the 
ornaments for my dress. This day has been spent 
in the thorough surroundings of my vocation ; foil 

stone, glass beads, and brass tape ! came 

just before dinner ; and at the end of it. Colonel 
— called. He read us a paragraph in one of 
the I^iladelphia papers, upon me, and all my 
good parts ; there was actually a column of them. 
It was well written, for 1 was absolute perfection ; 
^excepting, indeed, in one respect, the hauteur and 
disdain with which 1 had treated the ** rank and 
foshimi of Philadelphia.** Now this was not ftu^ 
'ibr^ to speak candidly, I did not know that there 
were stt^ . l^hings as rank and foshion in all 
; America.. However, the article made me kug^ 
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extremely, for, as I conld not help observing, 

** there are real lords and ladies in my country.*’ f 

# * * # # 

I think the pretension to pre-eminence, in the various 
.societies of North America, is founded on these grounds. In 
Boston, a greater degree of mental cultivation; in New York, 
the possession of wealth ; and a lady, of whom 1 cnqulrc»d 
the other day what constituted the superiority of the arii^ 
locractf in Philadelphia, replied, — ** Wliy, birth, to be sure.** 
Virginia and Carolina, indeed, long prided themselves upon 
their old family names, which were once backed by large 
possessions; and for many years the southern gentlemen 
might not improperly be termed the aristocracy of America^ 
but the estates of those who embraced the king's cause dur- 
ing the rebellion were confiscated; and the annulling the 
laws of entail and primogeniture, and the parcelling out of 
property under the republican form of government, have 
gradually destroyed the fortunes of most of the old southern 
families. Still, they hold fast to the spirit of their former 
superiority, and from this circumstance, and the possession 
of slaves, which exempts them from the drudgery of earning 
their livelihood, they arc a much less mercantile race of men 
than those of the northern states ; generally better informed, 
and infinitely more polished in their manners. The few 
southerners with whom I have become acquainted resemble 
Europeans both in their accomplishments, and the quiet and 
reserve of their manners. On my remarking, one day, 
Philadelphia gentleman, whose general cultivation keq;Mi 
pace with his political and financial talents, how singular the 
contrast was between the leveHing spirit of this government 
and the separating and dividing spirit of Americau sock^;. 
he replied, that if his many vocations allowed him timt ^ 
should like to write a novdl illustrating the euriibus strugg^ 
wUcll exists throughout this country between its politaoil 
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Came to my own room, refurbished my green 
velvet bonnet. ’X is a worthy old thing that^ anti 
looks amazingly well. The cold weather is setting 
ill very bitterly to-day ; we were obliged to have a 
fire, Picard my father his part : whilst saying it, 
he received a subpoena on some business between 
Mr. " and Mr. — . At a quarter to six, 
went to the theatre. Play, Fazio; house very fine; 
dress like a bonfire. 1 played well, but then my 
father was the Fazio. The people cried abun- 
dantly. Mrs. was shocked at having to play 

that naughty woman Aldabella (I wish they would 
let me try that part); and when the Duke dismissed 
her in the last scene, picked up her train, and 
flounced off in a way that made the audience for 

to laugh. Cuiniug home, Mr. overtook us. 

My father asked him in, but he excused himself; 
before, however, we were well seated, he had re- 
pented the refusal, and came rushing back. 

Colonel — came in, and they both of them 

supped with us, discussing many matters of pith. 

# ^ ^ 

and its social institutions. The anomaly is, indeed, striking. 
Democracy governs the land ; whilst, throughout society, a 
contrary tendency shows itself wherever it can obtain the 
very smallest opl>ortunity. It is imfortunatc for America, 
that its aristocracy must, of necessity, be always oiie of 
wealth. 
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Received a noscgny, as big as myself, of dahlias 

and other autumnal flowers. * * 

# * * * * 

The moon is resplendent ! the earth is flooded 
with her cold light — beautiful! By the by,7«s/ 
at three o’clock this morning, I was 
awakenetl by music. It was a military band play- 
ing Yankee Doodle, the national anthem of the 
Americans, accompanied by the tramp of a con- 
siderable body of men. They took the direction 
of the Park, and there halteil, when I heard a 
single voice haranguing for a length of time, with 
occasional interruptions of vehement huzzas, and 
rolling of drums. And anon, the march struck 
up again, grew faint, and died into the stillness of 

night. * ^ * 

* * * # ■ * 

I was much bounden to the Jacksonites, who arc 
carrying it by fair means or foul. One mmi, I 
was assured, voted nine tintes over ! lie was an 
irishman, and it is to be presumed, a tailor. 

Saturday, lOth, 

Skipped yesterday : so much the better, for 
though it began, like May, with flowers and sun- 
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it ended, like December, with the snlksy 
and a fit of crying. The former were furnished 
me by my friends and Heaven, the latter, by my- 
self and the devil. # * * 

# * • # # 

# * * * * 

At six o’clock, D— — > roused me ; and grumpily 
enough I arose. I dressed myself by candlelight in 
a hurry. Really, by way of a party of pleasure, 
’tis too abominable to get up in the middle of the 
night this fashion. At half-past six. Colonel 
came ; and as soon as I could persuade my- 
self into my clothes, we set off to walk to the 
quay. Just as we were nearing the bottom of Bar- 
clay Street, the bell rang from the steam-boat, to 
summon all loiterers on board ; and forthwith we 
'ttished, because in this country steam and paddles, 
tike wind and tide in others, wait for no man. 
We got on board in plenty time, but D- was 
nearly killed with the pace at which we had 
walked, in order to do so. One of the first per- 
sons we saw was Mr. who was going up to 

hb father’s place beyond West Point, by name 
Hyde Park, which sounds mighty magnificent, 
I did not remain long on the second deck, but 
ascended to the first with Colonel — — > uid 
paced to and firo with infinite zeal till breakfast- 



JOURNAL. 


259 


time. The morning was grey and sad looking^ 
and I feared we should not have a fine day : 
however, towards eight o*clock the grey clouds 
parted, and the blue, serene eyes of heaven 
looked down upon the waters; the waves began 
to sparkle, though the sun had not yet appeared ; 
the sky was lighter, and faint shadows began to 
appear beside the various objects that surrounded 
us, all which symptoms raised our hopes of the 
weather. At eight o’clock, we went down to 
bi*eakfhst. Nobody who has not seen it, can con-* 
ceive the strange aspect of the long room of one 
of these fine boats at meal-time. The crowd, the 
hurry, the confusion of tongues, like the sound 
of many waters, the enormous consumption of 
eatables, the mingled demands for more, the 
doud of black waiters hovering down the sides 
of the immense tables, the hungry, eager faces 
seated at them, form altogether a most amusing 
subject of contemplation, and a caricaturist would 
find ample matterii^for his vein in almost every 
other devouring countenance. As fiu: as regards 
the speed, safety, and convenience with which 
these vessels enable one to perform what would 
be in any other conveyance most fotiguing jour- 
neys, they are admirable inventions. The way 
in which they are conducted, too» the 
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highest commendation. .Nothing con exceed the 
comfort with which they are fitted up, the skill 
with which they are managed, and the order and 
alacrity with which passengers are taken up from, or 
landed at, the various points along the river. The 
steamer goes at the rate of fifteen miles an hour ; 
and ill less than two minutes, when approaching 
any place of landing, the engine stops, the boat is 
lowered — the captain always convoys his pas- 
sengers himself from the steamer to the shore — 
away darts the tiny skiff, held by a rope to the main 
boat; as .soon as it grazes the land, its freight, 
animate and inunimati;, is bundled out, the boat 
hauls itself back in iui instant, and immediately 
the machine is in motion, and the vessel again 
bounding over the water like a race-horse. * 
l^oubtlcss all this has many and great advan- 
tages; but to an Kiiglish person, the mere cir- 

* Of 0010*80 the captain is undi.sputod master of the boat, 
and any disorders, quarrels, &c., which may ari.se, are settled 
by his authority. Any passenger, gnilty of misbehaviour, is 
cither confined or sent immediately on shore, no matter how 
fiir from his intended destination. I once saw very summary 
justice performed on a troublesome fellow who was disturb- 
ing the whole society on board one of the North River 
steamers. He was put into the snndl boat with the captain 
and a stout looking sailor, and very comfortably deposited on 
some rafts which were floating along shore, about twenty 
miles below West Point, whither he was bound. 
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cumstance of being the whole day in a crowd is 
a nuisance. As to privacy at any time» or under 
any circumstances, ’tis a thing that enters not 
into the imagination of an American. They do 
not seem to comprehend that to he from sunrise 
to sunset one of a liundreil and fifty people con-^ 
iinetl in a steam-boat is in Itself a great misery, 
or that to be left by one’s self and to one’s self can 
ever he desirable. They live all the days of their 
lives in a throng, eat at ordinaries of two or three 
hundred, sleep five or six in a room, take plea- 
sure in droves, and travel by swarms, f * 

# # % * # 

111 spite, therefore, of all its advantages, this 
mode of journeying has its drawbacks. And the 
greatest of all, to me, is the being vmn])anioned by 
so many strangers, who crowd about you, pursue 
their conversation in j'our very ears, or, if they 
like it better, listen to yours, stare you out of all 
countenance, and sipieeze you out of all comfort. 
It is perfectly intolerable to me ; but llicn I have 

The quantity of one’s companions in these convc^'ances 
is not more objectionable than their quality sometimes. As 
they are the only vehicles, and the fares charged arc ex- 
tremely low, it follows, necessarily, that all classes and sortu 
of people congregate in them, from the ragged Irish emigrant 
.and the boorish back-countryman, to the gentleman of the 
sraate, the supreme court, and the president himself. 
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more than even the national English abhorrence 
of coming !n contact with strangers. There is no 
moment of my life when 1 would not rather be 
alone»..tfaan in company ; and feeling, as I often 
do, Uie society of even those I love a burden, the 
being eternally surrounded by indifferent persons 
is a positive suffering that interferes with every 
enjoyment, and makes pleasure three parts endur- 
ance. I think this constant -living in public is one 
reason why the young women here are much less 
retiring and shy than English girls. Instead of 
the domestic privacy in which women among us 
are accustomed to live, and move, and have their 

being, here they are incessantly, as Mr. says, 

** en evidenced* Accustomed to the society of 
Strangers, mixing familiarly with persons of whom 
they know nothing earthly, subject to the gaze of 
a crowd from morning till night, pushuig, and 
pressing, and struggling in selfdefence, conversing, 
and being conversed with, by the chance com- 
panions of a boarding-house, a steam-boat, or the 
hotel of a feshionable watering-place^ they must 
necessarUy lose evei^ thing like reserve or bash- 
fulness .of deportntfent^ and b^ccmie free and 
fiuniltar in their manners, and noisy and unrefined 
ip theur and style of conversadon.* Ah 

• Ibe maaners of die young girls of America appeiur 
magolarly fine to ferdgaenf and until thegr become better 
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English girl of sixteen, put on board one of these 
Noah’s arks (for verily there be dean and unclean 


acquainted with the causes which produce so unrestrained a 
deportment, they arc liable to take disadvantageous and mis* 
taken impressions with regard to them. The term whidi I 
should say applied best to the tone and c:urriage of American 
girls from ten to eighteen, is hoydenish ; laughing, giggling, . 
romping, flirting, screaming at the top of their voices, running 
in and out of shops, and spending a very considerable portion 
of their time in lounging about in the streets. In PhiladeU 
phia and Boston, almost all the young ladies attend classes 
or day schools ; and in the latter place X never went out, 
morning, noon, or evening, that I did not meet, in some of 
the streets round the Treinont House, a whole bevy of young 
school girls, who were my very particular friends, but who, 
under pretext of going to, or returning from, school, appeared 
to me to be always laughing, and talking, and running about 
in the public thoroughfares ; a system of education which we 
should think by no means desiralde. The entire liberty which 
the majority of young ladies are allowed to assume, at an age 
when in England they would be under strict nursery disci^ 
pline, appears very extraordinary ; they not only walk alone 
in the streets, but go out into society, where they take a 
determined and leading part, without either mother, aunt, or 
chaperon of any sort ; custom, which renders such an ap** 
pendage necessaiy with us, entirely dispenses with it here; 
and though the reason of ibis is obvious enough in the nar* 
row circles of tiiese small towns, where every body knows 
every body, the manners of the young ladies do not derive 
any additional charm from the perfect selAp o s ecs i i on whidh 
they thus acquire. Shiness appears to me . to be a qti al hy , 
utterly unknown to either man, woman, or riiiid in Amerioi* 
Ihe g^Is, from the reasons above stated; and the boys, ftooi 
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beasts in them)^ would feel and look like a scared 
thing. To return to our progress. After losing 


being absolutely thrown into the world, and made men of 
business before they are sixteen, are alike deficient in any 
tiling like diffidence ; ind I really have been all but discon- 
certed at the perfect assurance with which I have been 
addressed, upon any and every subject, by little men and 
women just half way through their teens. That very common 
character amongst 'us, a shy man, is not to be met with in 
these latitudes. An Aincrican conversing on board one of 
their steam-boats is immediately surrounded, particularly if 
his conversation, though strictly directed to one individual, 
is of a political nature ; in an instant a ring of spectators is 
formed round him, and whereas an Englishman would be- 
come silent at the very first appearance of a listener, an 
American, fiir flroni seeming abashed at this audience,’* con- 
tinues his discourse, which thus assumes the nature of an 
harangue, with perfect equanimity, and feels no annoyance 
whatever nt having unfolded his private opinions of men and 
matters to a circle of forty or fifty [)eoplc whom they could 
in no possible way concern. Speechifying is a very favourite 
species of exhibition with the men here, by the by ; and, be- 
sides being heif-jHissessed, they are all remarkably fiuent. 
Really eloquent men arc just as rare in this country as in any 
other, but the ** gift of the gab ” appears to me more widely 
disseminated amongst Americans than any other people in the 
world. Many things go to make good speakers of them : 
great acuteness, and souml common sense, sufficient general 
knowledge, and great knowledge of the world, an intense 
interest in 'every political measure, no matter bow trivial in 
kMdfi no sense of bashfulness, and a great readiness of ex- 
j^esaion. But to return to the manners of the young Ame- 
ritm girls : — It is Rousseau, 1 think, who says, ^ Dans un 
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sight of New York, the rive^ becomes narrower in 
its bed, and the banks on either side assume a 
higher and more rocky appearance. A fine range 
of basaltic rock, called the Palisadoes, rising to a 
height of some hundred feet (1 guess), immediately 
from the water on the left, forms a natural rampart, 
overhanging the river for several miles. The 
colour of the basalt was greenish grey, and con- 


pays oil Ics iiuieiirs sont piires, les Alles scront faciles, et les 
femmes severes.” This applies particularly well to the car- 
riage of the American women. When remarking to a gently 
man once the diirercnce between the manners of my own 
young countryw'omen and his^ 1 expressed my disapprobation 
of the education which led to such a result, he replied, You 
forget the comparatively pure state of morals in our country^ 
which admits of this degree of freedom in our young women, 
without its rendering them liable to insult or misconsti'uction.” 
This is true, and it is also most true, for I have seen repeated 
Instances of it, that those very girls, whose manners have 
been must displeasing to my Kuropean ways of feeling, whom 
1 should have pointed out a.s romps and dirts pre-eminent, 
not only make excellent wives, but from the very moment of 
their marriage seem to forsake society, and devote them- 
selves exclusively to household duties and retirement. But 
that 1 have seen and known of repeated instances of this, I 
could scarcely have believed it, but it is the case; and a 
young American lady, speaking upon this subject, said to me, 
<< We enjoy ourselves before marriage ; but in ybur country, 
^Is marry to obtain a greater degree of freedom, and ind|ri||gs, 
in the pleasures and dissipations of society.*’ She was ttOti 
1 think, greatly mistaken. 
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tiMted finely with the oppodte shore, whose softer 
undulations were yet clodied with verdure, and 
adorned with patches of woodland, robed in the 
glorious colours of an American autumn. While 
despatching breakfast, the reflection of the sun*s 
rays on the water flickered to and fro upon the 
mbin ceiling; and through the loop-hole windows 
we saw the bright foam round the paddies sparkling 
like frothed gold in the morning light. On our 
return to the deck, , the face of the world had 
become resplendent with the glorious sunshine that 
now poured from the east ; and rock and river, 
earth and sky, shone in intense and dazzling 
lurilliancy. The broad Hudson curled into a 
thousand crisp billows under the fresh north-wester 
that blew over it. The vaporous exhalations of 
ni|^t had melted from the horizon, and the bold, 
rocky range of one shore, and exquisite rolling 
outline of the other, stood out in fair relief against 

the deep serene of the blue heavens. * 

« e * * * 

* « * # w 

1 remained on deck without my bonnet, walking 
to and fro, and enjoying the delicious wind that 
aa braeihg as a shower-bath. Mr. — — — most 
elidlly ofiered me, when I returned to New York, 
jdio use of a hors^ and himself as escort to a beau* 
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gratefully received by me. Colonel — intro* 
duced me to an old man of the name of . 

# * • , # * 

* * * * * 

A jester, and a long story-teller j — a man whom 
it would be awfiil to meet when you were too late 
for dinner, still more awful on your progress to n 
rendezvous ; — * a man to whom a listener is a God- 
send, and a button an anchor of discoursing for 

half a day. He made me laugh once or twieti 

*^1" 

heartily. As we passed the various points of tho 
river, to which any interest, legendary or historical, 
attached, each of my three companions drew my 
attention to it ; and I had, pretty generally, three 
variations of the same anecdote at each point of 
observation. On we boiled past Spitendevil creek*, 
where the waters of the broad Hudson join those 
of the East River, and circle with their silver arme 
the island of Manhattan. Past the last stupendous 
reach of the Palisadoes, which, stretching out into 
an endless promontory, seems to grow with thsi 
mariner’s onward progress, and bears witness to, 
the justice with which Hudson, on his exploring* 
voyage up the river, christened it, the ** wea^^ 

* For the ori^ of this curious name, see that iotersMil|li > 

and veracious voik, the history of Kmckerbockev. '' 
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point.*’ Past the thick masses of wood that mark 
the shadowy site of Sleepy Hollow.* Past the 
marble prison of Sing Sing ; and Tarrytown, where 
poor Andre was taken ; and on the opposite shore, 
saw the glimmering white buildings, aiiiong which 
his tomb reposes. — IJy the by, for a bit of the 
marvellous, which I dearly love. I am credibly 
informed, that on the day the traitoV Arnold died, 
in Kiigland, a thunderbolt struck the tree that grew 
above Andrei’s tomb here, on the shores of the 
Hudson nice, that ! Crosscil the broad, glorious, 
Tappan Sea, where the shores recetling, Ibrm a 
huge basin, where the brimming waters roll in an 
expanse of lake-like width, yet hold their rapid 
current to the ocean, themselves a running sea. 
The giant shadows of the mountains on the left, 
foiling on the deep basin at their feet, the trium- 
phant sunlight that made the restless mirror that 
reflected it too bright f(>r the eye to rest upon, the 
sunny shores to the right, rising and foiling in every 
exquisite form that hill and dale can wear, the 
jutting masses of granite, glittering like the diamond 
rocks of foiry-Iand, in the su'n, the golden waves 
flinging themselves up every tiny crevice, the glow- 
ing crimson foliage of the distant woods, the fresh 


* Famous as the scene of Ichabod Crane’s exploits. 
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vivid green of the cedars, that rifted their strong 
roots in every stony cleft, and threw a ^semblance 
of suiiimer over these November days — all, all 
was beautiful, and full of brightness. We passed 
the lighthouse of Stony Point, now the peaceful - 
occupant of the territory, where the blood in ICn- 
glish veins was poured out by Knglish hands, during 
the struggle between <»ld established tyranny and 
the inliint liberties of this giant worhi. C)ver all 
and each, the blessed sky bent its blue arch, re- 
splendcntly clear aiul bright, while far away the 
distant sununits of the Highlands rose one above 
another, shutting in the worltl, aiul almost a])pear- 
ing as though each bend of the river must fiml us 
locked in their shadowy circle, without means of 
onwaril progress- . ..» 

■'If. ^ A- 

% ^ -A- '•i * 

At every moment, the scetie varied ; at every mo- 
ment, new beauty and grandeur was revealed to us; 
at every moment, the delicious lights and shadows 
fell with richoi' depth and brightness upon liigher 
openings into the mountains, and fairer bends of 
the glorious river. At about a quarter to eleven, 
the buildings of West Pt>int were seen, perched 
upon the rock side, overhanging the Whter ; alK)ve, 
the woody rbc, upon whose summit stands the largo 
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hotel, the favourite resovt of visiters during the 
summer season ; rising again above this, the ruins 
of Fort Putnam, poor Andre’s prison-house, over- 
looking the Hudson and its shores ; and towering 
high beyond them all, the giant hills, upon whose 
brown shoulders the trees looked like bristles 
standing up against the sky> We left tlic boat, 
or rather she left us, and presently we saw her 
holding her course* far up the bright water, and 
between the hills ; where, framed by the dark 
mountains with the sapphire stream below and the 
sapphire sky above, lay the bright little tt)wn of 
Newburgh, with its white buildings glittering in 

the sunshine. * * * * 

# * * 

* » * « • 

W^e toiled up the ascent, which, though by com- 
parison with its overpeering fellows inconsiderable, 
was a suflicicntly fatiguing undertaking under the 
unclouded weather and over the unshaded downs 
that form the parade ground for the cadets. West 
Point is a military establishment containing some 
two hundred and fifty pupils ; who are here edu- 
cated for the army under the superintendence of 
experienced . officers.* The buildings, in which 

* If the results answer to the means employed, the pupils 
West Point ought to turn out accomplbhed scholm in 
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thc}' reside and pursue tlicir various studies, sUind 
upon a grassy knoll holding the top of the rocky 


cvrry briinch ol' human learning, as well as n|K‘ sohlitM's aiul 
skilful fUi^inoiTs. Their course of ediiratinii c«»nsists of 
almost i \erv sludy uithin the ranp;c' of man's i-aparity ; ami 
as the seli<H>l tiiseipline is imu^iiallv strict, iheir hours of 
labour m;\uy, and of recreation very few, tlu-y slioidd be able 
to iioast of* many “ wise men” amoiii; their iiiimher. Ilow- 
c\er it is liei'c', I imajiliie, as c‘lsc*\vluM*e ; wlitav studies are 
pursued laboriously for a lemrth of tiim‘, variety fjecomos a 
m'eessarv relief to the mt iital powers, and s«> far the multi- 
j»lii'if \ i)fol)jects of acqiiinaneiit ma\ b<» excustal ; hut surely, 
to c<iml)Iiie in the education of out! voiith tin* elt-menl.s of 
half a dt>/eu sciences, each one of \^liic!i woultl wear out a 
man’s life in tin* fnll uiidc rstaiidinc of it, is not tin* best 
s\stcni of instruction. However, ’t i^. the ime nt)W imivcr- 
sally adoj)tetI, and tends to i^ive more siuattiTcrs ii. science 
than scientific men to the worhi. The inilitarv part of 
their education i^, however, vv hat tlie pupils <»f West l*oint 
are most exercised in, and so far as one so i^niorant of sncli 
matters as ni\sell* can Jiid^c*, I should imagine iJie s\stefii 
adopted calculated to make t-NjuTl artillerv men tiiid I'n^inciT^ 
of them, Thc’ir deportincnt, and tlui v\a\ they went fhrmi^h 
their evolutions on the parade, did iu)t appear 1<» me very 
steady — there was a want of eiUTeetness of carriage, gene- 
rally, and of absolute precision erf movement, which om; ac- 
customed to the inameuvrin*:^ of regular troops dct<*et.s 
immediately. There arc several large pieces of ordnance 
kept in the gun-room, some of w hich w^cre taken from the 
Knglish ; and 1 remarked a pretty little brass caution, which 
almost lookc‘d like a plaything, which bore the broad arrow 
and the name of Saratoga. 

VOL. !• N 
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bank of the river, and commanding a most en< 
chanting view of its course. They are not parti- 
cularly extensive ; but commodious and well-or- 
dered. I am told they have a good library ; but 
on reaching the dwelling of Mr. Cozzens, (pro- 
prietor of the hotel, which being at this season 
shut, he received us most hospitably and courte- 
ously in his own house,) 1 felt so weary, that I 
thought it impossible I should stir agiiiii for the 
whole day, and declined seeing it. I had walked 
on the deck at an amazing puce, and without once 
sitting down from eight o’cltick till eleven ; and I 

tliink must neaiiy«ltavc killed Colonel f who 

was my companion during this march. However, 
upon finding that it wanted full an hour till dinner- 
time, it was agreed that we should go up to the 
fort, and we set off under the guiilance of one of 
Mr. Cozzens’ servants, who had orders not to go 
too fast with us. Before turning into the woods 
that cover the foot of the moiiiitnin, we followed 
a bit of road that overhung the river; and stealing 
over its sleepy-looking waters, where shone like 
stars the white sails of many a tiny skiff, came the 
delicious, notes of a bugle-horn. Tlie height at 
which we stood above the water prevented the ear 
.being satisfied with the complete subject of the 
mosician, but the sweet, broken tones that came 
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rising from the fur down thickets that skirted the 
river> had more harmony than a distinct and perfect 
strain. I stood entranced to listen — the whole 
was like a dream of fairy-land : but presently our 
guide struck into the woods, and the world became 
screened from our sight. I had thought that I 
was tired, and could not stir, even to follow' the 
leisurely footsteps ^f our cicerone ; but tangled 
brake and woodland path, and rocky height, soon 
roused my curiosity, and my legs following there- 
with, I presently outstripjaal our party, guide and 
all, and began pursuing my tipward path ; through 
close growing trees and shrubs, over [)ale, shining 
lc*<lges ofgranite, over which the trickling mountain 
springs had taken their silvery course ; through 
swampy grounds, where tlje fallen leaves lay like 
gems under the still pools that here and there 
shone dimly in little hollotv glens ; over the soft 
st^Ty moss that told where the moist earth I'ctainetl 
the freshening w'aters, over sharp, hard splinters 
of rock, and rough masses of stone. Alone, alone, 
I w'as alone anti happy, anti went on my way re- 
joicing, climbing and climbing still, till the green 
mound of thick turf, and ruined rampart of the 
fort arrested my progress. 1 coasted the broken 
wall ; and lighting down on a broad, smooth table 
of granite fringed with young cedar bushes, I look- 

N 2 
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ed down, and for a moment niy breath seemed to 
stop, the pulsation of iny heart to cease — I was 
filled with awe. The beauty and wild sublimity 
of what I beheld seemed almost to crush my fa- 
culties, — I felt dizzy as tliough my senses were 
drowning, — I felt as though 1 had been carried 
into the immediate presence of (lod. Though I 
were to live a thousand yoar^j, I never can forget 
it. The first thing that 1 tlistinctly saw was the 
shadow of a large cloud, which rolled slowly down 
the side of a huge mountain, frowning over the 
height where I stood. The shadow moved do%vTi 
its steep sunny side, threw a deep blackness over 
the sparkling river, and then passed off and climbed 
the opposite mountain on the other shore, leaving 
the world in the full blazi: of noon. J could have 
stretched out my arms, and shouted aloud — I 
coidd have fallen on my knees, and worshipped — 
I could have committed anv extravagance that ec- 
stasy could suggest. I stood filled with amaze- 
ment and delight, till the fbotsteps and voices of 
iny companions roused me. 1 darted away, un- 
willing to l)e interrupted. Colonel was fol- 

lowing me, but I peremptorily forbade his doing 
so, and was clambering on alone, when the voice 
of our guide assuring me that the path I was pur- 
suing was impassable, arrested my course. My 
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father beckoned to me from above not to pursue 
rny track; so I climbed through :i break, whicli 
the rocky walls of nature and the broken fortifica- 
tions of art rendered oderably dillicult of access, 
aiul running round the wall joined my father on 
his high stand, where he was holding out his arms 
to me. For two or three ininntes we mingled ex- 
cluinutit>ns of delight aiul surprise : he then led 
me to the brink of the rampnrt; and looking down 
the op{)osite angle of the wall to that which I was 
previously coasting, I hehcl,d the path I was then 
following break suddenly i>n’, on the edge of a pre- 
cipice several hundred feet dt>wn into the valley : 
it made me gidp to look at it. Presently 1 left 
my father, and after going the comj)lele round of 
the ruins, found out fur myself a grassy knoll corn- 
maiuling a full view of the scene, suflicieiitly far 
from my party not to hear their voices,and screened 
from seeing them by some beautiful young cedar 
bushes ; and here J lay down and cried most 
abiindantij', by w'hieh means I recovered iiiy senses, 
which else, 1 think, must have forsaken me. IIow' 
full of thoughts I was ! Of Ciod’s great might, and 
gracious goodness, of the beauty of this earth, of 
the apparent nothingness of man when compared 
with this huge inanimate creation, of his wondrous- 
value, for wliose delight and use all these fair things 
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were created. I thought of my distant home; that 
Imndful of earth thrown upon the wide waters, 
whose genius has led the kingdoms of the world 
— whose children have become the possessors of 
this new hemisphere. I rejoiced to think that" 
when England shall be, as all things must be, iiillen 
into the devouring past, her language will still be 
spoken among these glorious hills, her name re- 
vered, her memory cherished, her fame preserved 
here, in this far world beyond the seas, this country 
of her children’s adoption. Poor old mother ? 
how she woidd remain ama/ed to see the huge 
earth and waters where her voice is heard, in the 
name of every spot where her descendants have 
rested the soles of their feet: this giant inherit- 
ance of her sons, poor, poor, olil England ! * 

+ « ♦ * ^ii' 

Where are the poets of this land? Why such a 
world should bring forth men with minds and 
souls larger and stre^nger than any that ever dwelt 
in mortal flesh. W’here are the poets of this land? 
They should be giants, too; Homers and Miltons, 
ami Cioethes and Dantes, and Shakspeares. Have 
these glorious scenes poured no inspiriiigs into 
hearts wtirthy to behold and praise their beauty ? 
Is there none to come here and w’orship among 
these hills and waters till his heart burns within 
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him, and the lu^mn of inspiration flows from his 
li})s, and rises to the sky? Is tliere not one among 
the sons of such a soil to send forth its praises to 
the universe, to throw new glory round the iiioiin- 
tiiins, new beauty over the waves ? Is inaiiinmte 
nature, alone, liere ‘‘ telling the glories of Clod ? 
Oh, surely, surel}', there will come a time when 
this lovelv land will be vocal with the sound of 
song, when every close-locked valley and weaving 
w'ood, rifted rock and flowing stream, shall have 
their praise. Yet ’t is strange how marvellously 
unpoetical these |)eop!c are! How swallowed up 
in life aiul its daily realities, wants, and cares ! 
How full of toil and thrift, and money-getting 
labour ! Kven the heathen Dutch, among us the 
very antipodes of all poetry, have found names 
such as the Donder Berg for the hills, whilst the 
Americans christen them Butter Hill, the Crows 
Nest, and sf(c/i like. Perhaj)s some huiidi*e<l years 
hence, when \vealth has been amassed by iiidivi- 
iluals, and the face of society begins to grow 
checkered, as in the old lands of Europe, wdieii 
the whole mass of population shall no longer go 
running along the level road of toil arul j)rofit, 
w’hen inequalities of rank shall exist, and the rich 
man shall be able to pay for the luxury «>f poetry, 
and the poor man who makes verses no longer 
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be ajiked, “ Why don’t you cast up accounts ? ” 

wliuii all tills conics to pass, as some day 

it iiiuy, America will have poets. It seems strange 
to me that men, such as the early settlers in Mas- 
sachussets, the Puritan founders of New England, 
the “ I’ilgrim Fathers,” should not have had 
amongst them some men, or at least man, in whose 
iniml the stern ane enduring courage, the fervent, 
enthusiastic piety, the unbending love of liberty, 
which animated them all, become the inspiration 
to poetic thought, and the suggestion of poetical 
utterance. 'I'licy should have had a Milton or a 
Klopstock amongst them. Yet, after all, they had 
excitement of another sort, and, moreover, the 
diiliculties aiul dangers, and distresses of a fate of 
unparalleled harilship, to engross all the energies 
of tiieir minds ; and 1 am half inclined to believe 
that poetry is but a hothouse growth, and yet 1 
don’t know : 1 wish somebody would explain to me 
every thing in this worhl that I can’t make out.* 

* It might be a curitms untl interesting matter of research 
to ileterminc iimler wlmt combinutioii of external circuni- 
stunces the spirit of poetry flourishes most vigorously, and 
good poets have most abounded. The extremes of poverty 
and luxury setsu alike inimical to its weil-lH'iug ; yet the lat- 
ter fur more so than the former, for most poets have been 
(Hior; some so poor, as to enrich the world, while they 
themselves received so little return firoui its fiivour as ouser- 
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We came down from tlie momitaiii at almnt Iialf- 
p.'jst one: oiir parly had been joined b^’ Colonel 


ably to perish of want. Ajrain, tlu‘ lt;\el tenor of a life alike 
reiiiovetl from want aiul snpertiiiity sht)iilil si^em too cle\uiti 
of interest or exeiteiiient to inaki‘ a fxootl poet. Ia>ii< 4 -live(l 
eompeteiiey is more favourable to the e\en ttanju r of pbilo> 
sopby than tli(‘ fiery nature of oiu‘ who must kiu>\\ tlur 
storms of [lassion, and all the ficTeiT c'lenuaits of Nxliieli the 
aetini; and sidferiii!^ soul of man is madix A«;aiu« it would 
be eiirioiis to know, if it mii:ht be aset'rtainiHl, \\ lielliiT those 
men wliosc inspirations liavi* been aideil alone b\ the eoiii- 
temphition of tlic inanimate beauties ot* nature, and tlu* phe- 
noiiuaia t>f their own minds and the minds and li\es of their 
fellows, liavi* been as izreat ptu.'ts as tb<»se, who, Ix'sides 
tiiese sonrees of inspiration, fed the power within them with 
the knowledge of great writers and |)oels of otlica* eountric\s 
and times. Another (piestion, which it wonhl he interesting 
to tietennine, wt)nld he, iiiuier what sjieeies *>f governnieiiL 
poets have been most mimeruus, uiul most honoured. As 
our modern exploiiers of old fallacies have not yet niaile up 
their minds whether such a person as llomi;r cTVer lived, it 
is rather a vain labour of imagination to detcTinine whether 
this great king of all jjoets fioiirished undcT a monareliy, or 
in a republic ; certain it is, he sang of kings and princes hi 
right lortlly st^le : he that as it may, we have ra^JiCT better 
authority for believing that the CJreek dramatists, those mas* 
tors, and soinetiine models, of their peculiar hraneh of the 
art, Hoiirishcd under republican governments; hut with 
them, 1 think, ends the list of republican jiuets of great and 
universal fame. Rome had no poets till she hail (?rnperors. 
Italy was, it is true, divided into so called republics during 
the golden age of her literature ; but they were so in name 
alone, the spirit of equality had long departed Crum the soil, 
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— * — , Governor of the College, vvlio very courte- 
ously came toiling up to Fort Futnam, to pay his 
coniplinients to us« 1 lingered far behind them, 
returning; and, when they were out of sight, 
turned back, and once more ascended the ruin, to 
look iny last of admiration and delight, and then 
down, down, every step bringing me out of the 
cloiuls, i'arther from lieaven, aiul nearer this work 
i’ tlay w orld. I loitereil, and loitered, looking back 


uiui they \\i*re merely prt>iicler aiul inort! arbitrary ari.stocra- 
eies than Iiumj ever existetl inider an\ monarchy in the 
world. lf‘ i‘ver h'ranet* lan be ^a^ll to have hail a poetical 
ai;e, i( was diirinir the ma^nifuTiit rc*i»n ol* Lewis the lu>ur- 
teeiith, that pai^eant that prepared the blooiliest tragedy in 
the pages of history. iMigland oilers the only exception 
that r have advauceti, namely, that the republican form of 
governiiK’nt is inimical to ptietrv. For it was during the 
sliort and sliamefiil period of fanatical republicanism, whicii 
blots her annals, that the glory aiul the miglit of Milton 
rose upon the worUl ; he is the only great [)oet wlio ever 
nourished under a reinihlic ; and lie was rather the poet of 
heaven anil hell, than of earth : his subjects are either bibli- 
cal or inythologieul ; and however his stern and just spirit 
might advocate the cause of equality and universal freedom 
in the.' more arid regions of political and theological contro- 
versiiis, in his noblest and greatest capacity, he has sung of 
angels and archangels, the starry hierarchy of heaven, where 
some of the blessed wore a brighter glory than their fellows, 
where sonrie were inferior to other celestial powers, and 
where God was King supreme, over all. In heaven, Milton 
dreamt of no republics, nor in hell either. 
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at everv step; but at last the hills were shut out 
by ii bcud hi the road, and I came into the house 
to tlirow myself down on the floor, and slee'p most 
seriously for half an hour; at the end of which, 
time, we were calleil to dinner. In Kni^jlaiul, if 
au innkeeper gives you a gtiod ilimuT, and places 
the first dish on the table himsi'll', you pay him, 
and he ^s obliged to you. I hue, au iiinkcM*per is a 
gentlejiuin, your equal, sits at his table with you, 
you j)ay him, and arc obliged to him besides, 
’'ris necessary tberelbre for a stranger, but espe- 
cially an haiglishman, to iindeistand tin,* iasliions 
of* the hmd, t'Ise he may chance t*> mistake that 
f(jr an impertine nt familiarity, whii'h is in fact the 
reccfived custom of the i*ouiilrv. INIr. C\)/./.ens 
v(‘ry eoiisideralely gave us our dinn<*r in a private 
room, instead of seating us at an ordinary witli 
all the West Point Officers. Moreover, ^avc in 
the literal sense, and a very goo<l dinner it was. 
lie is himself a very intelligent, courteous person, 
and, during the very short time that we were liis 
guests, showed us every possible attention and 
civility. We had scarce finished our dinner, wlie^ 
in rushe^l a waiter to tell us that the boat was in. 
sight. Away we trotted, trailing cloaks, and 
shawls, any-how fashion, down the hill. The 
steamer came puffing up the gorge between the 
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mountains, uiul in a monieiit wc were bundled into 
the boat, hauled alongside, and landed on the 
deck ; and presently the glorious highlands, all 
glowing in the rosy sunset, began to recede from 
us. Just as we were putting oil’ from shore, a tiny 
skiir, with its graceful white sail glittering in the 
sun, burned the base of the opposite hill, evidently 
making to the point whence we embarked. 1 have 
since learned that it contained a messenger to us, 
from a gentleman bearing our name, aiiil distantly 
connected with , us, proprietor of some large iron 
w't)rks till the shortj opposite West Point. How- 
ever, our kinsman was too late, and we were al- 
ready losing sight of West Point, when his boat 
reached the shore. Our progress homeward was, 
ii' any thing, more enchanting than our coming 
out had been, except for leaving all this loveliness. 
Ilie sun went down in splendour, leaving the 
world robed in glorious beauty. The sky was one 
glowing geranium curtain, into which the dark 
hills rose like shadow-land, stretching beyond, 
and still beyond, till they grew like hazy outlines 
tlirough a dazzling mist of gold. The glory faded; 
and a soft violet colour spread downwards to the 
horizon, where a faint range of clouds lay floating 
like scattered rose leaves. As the day fell, the 
volumes of smoke from our] steam-boat chimneys 
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became streams of fiery sparks, which jylittereil 
over the water with a straiiije miearthly eUecl. I 
sat on deck \vatchin*u world e;ri>w dark, till niy 
lather, ntraid of the nij^ht air, bade me ^o down ; 
and there, in spite of the challerin^ of a score of 
women, and the scjuallin^ of lialf as many chil- 
dren, I slept profoundly till we reached New York, 
at a quarter to seven. 


Sdfunhnj^ 1 7 ///• 

After breakfast, wrote journal : while dointf so, 

Mr. called to know if I Ijcltl iny mind in 

spite of tlie grey look of the morning. A wan 
sunbeam just then liglited on tlu! earth, and I 
saul I would go; for I thought by about twelve 
it probably would clear. ’ * 

% m *r ^ * 

# * * ' 

They called for me in the carriage at eleven ; and 
afterwards we mounted our steeds in Warren 
Street to escape the crowd in Broadway. We 
rode down to the ferry. The creature, on lop of 
which 1 sat, was the real imlatujqnj butcher’s horse. 
However, it did not shake me, or pull nt^ arms 
much, . so I was content. As to a horse properly 
broken, either for man or woman, 1 have done 
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lookhiST for it in this land. We went into the 
steam-boat on our horses. The mist lay thick over 
the river ; but the opposite shores had that grey 
distinctness of colour and outline that invariably 
foretells rain in England. The wind blew bitterly 
keen and cold. * * * 

* # * # Iff 

Our riding party was Air. , whom I like; 

Airs. , whom I also like, in spite of her out- 

landish riding habiliments, a brother of his, * 

# * tf * * 

and a young in white hair and spectacles. 

The carriage held old Air. , Aliss — — , the 

youngest daughter, and that beautiful youngest 
boy of theirs, who is so like his handsome sister ; 
also sundry baskets of cuke, and bottles of cham- 
pagne. After landing, we set off at a brisk canter 
to AVcehawk. None of these people know how to 
ride: they just go whatever pace their horse likes, 
sitting as backwtird as they aui in the saddle, and 
tugging at the reins as hard as ever they can, to 
die infinite detriment of their owu hands and their 
horses’ mouths. When wc had reached the height, 
we dismounted and walked dirough the woods 
that crown the cliffs, which here rise to an eleva- 
tion dT some hundred feet above the river. Our 
path lay through tangled brakes, where the withered 
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trees and fallen red leaves, the bright cedar bushes, 
and pale slabs of granite, formed a fine and har- 
monious contrast of colouring; the whole blending 
beautifully together under the grey light, that 
made it look like one of Riiysdael’.s pictures. Our 
walk terminated at a little rocky promonU)ry, called 
the Devil’s l*ulj)it, where, as legends say, Satan was 
wont to preach, loud enough tt> drown the sound 
of the Sabbath bells in New York, 'riic Hudson, 
far below, lay leaden and sullen ; the woods along 
the shores looked withered and wintry ; a thick 
curtain of vapour shrouded all the distance ; the 
ellect of the whole was very sad and beauiil'iil ; 
and had 1 been by myself I should have enjoyctl 
it very much. Hut 1 was in company, and, more- 
over, in company with two punsters, who uttered 
their atrocities without remorse in the midst of all 
that was most striking and melancholy in nature. 

When we mounted our horses again, Mrs. 

com))laincd that hers pulled her wrists most dread- 
fully; and as they seemed none of the strongest* 
I exchanged steeds with her. The lady proprie- 
tress of the grounds over which we had been 
walking and riding invited us into the house, but 
being mounted 1 declined, and we set off for the 
pavilion. Just as we arrived there, it began to 
tain. Mercy on me and Mrs. — — ! how our 
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arms will ache to-morrow ! Tliis worthy animal of 
hers had a mouth a little worse than a donkey’s. 
Arrived at the pavilion, we dismounted, and swal- 
lowed sundry champagnes and lumps of plum 
cake, which were singularly refreshing. We set 
ofl‘ again, and presently it began to pelt with rain. 
We readied and crossed the ferry without getting 
very wet. Arrangetl to ride on Wednesday, if 
fine, and so home. IJ^pon the whole, rather satis-: 
tied than otherwise with niy expedition. Dressed 
for dinner at once ; went on with journal ; Co- 
lonel — — called, and sat some lime. After dinner, 
embroidered till eight: teaed : — my father went 
over to the theatre : I practised for two hours. 


SuHf/aj/y 18 ///. 

The muscles of my arms (for I have such un« 
lady-like things) stand out like lumps of stone, 
with the fine exercise they had yesterday. I wonder 
how Mrs. ’s shoulders and elbows feel. * 

It rained so, we hackneyed to church. This is 

twice Mr. has not been to church, which is 

really very wrong, though it leaves us the pew 
comfortably to ourselves. Dr. — — must be an 
excellent good man — his sermons are every way 
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delightful ; good sense, sound doctrine, and withal 
a most winning mildness and gentleness of manner. 
A benevolent good man, 1 am sure, he must be. 
Came home — copied snull-box verses for my fa- 
ther; diviiled out my story of the. Sisters into acts 
and scenes : began doing the same by the English 
tragedy ; but in the midst took a fancy to make a 
story instead of a play of it — stiitl so I will, I 
think. Dressed for dinner. At about half-past 
five Colonel — — and his Quaker wife came. She 
is a most delightful creature, with the sweetest 
expression of face imaginable. She reinintled me 

several times of dear Mrs. . J fer «lress, too, 

the ricli brown watered silk, made so plainly, re- 
called iVIrs. to me very forcibly. Wo bail 

a very comfortable dinner and evening. 'I'liey 
w'cnt away at about lialf-past ten. 


Mondaij, If)///. 

After breakfast, wrote journal. WetJt out shop- 
ping and returning cards; called at Mrs. , 

and was let in. I like her; she is a nice person, 
with agreeable manners. Came home at about 
half-past two ; put out things for the theatre ; dined 
at three. After dinner, pottered about clothes till 
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time to go to the theatre. The house was very 
good. My benefit — play, Much Ado about No- 
thing. I played very well. I am much improved 
in my comedy acting. Came home in a coach — it 
poured widi rain. What a stupidday ! The ac- 
counts of cholera in New Orleans arc frightful ; 
they have the yellow fever there too. Poor people ! 
what ail awful visitation ! 


Tuesday^ 20th. 

After breakfast, wrote journal. At twelve, wtmt 

and called upon Mrs. : the day was bright, 

but bitter cold, with a keen piercing wind that 
half cut one in half, and was delicious. The ser- 
vant denied Mrs. ; but we had hardly turned 

from the door when both the ladies came rushing 
after us, with nothing on their heads and necks, 
and thin summer gowns on. They brought us 
into a room where there was a fire lit to roust an 
ox. No wonder the women here are delicaOb and 
subject to cold, and die of consumption. Here 
w'ere these sitting absolutely in an oven, in clothes 
fit only for the hottest days in summer, instead of 
wrapping themselves up well, and trotting out, 
and warming their blood wholesomely with good 
hard exercise. The pretty Mrs. — — looks very 



JOURNAL. 


283 


sickly, and coughs terribly. Her beauty did not 
strike me so much to-day. I do not admire any 
body who looks as if a puff' of wind would break 
them in half, or a drop of water soak tlioin through. 
1 greatly prefer her sister’s looks, who certainly is 
not pretty, but tall and straight, .ind healthy-look- 
ing, and sj)ringy as a young thing ought to be. 
AVas introduced to a most enchanting young New- 
foundland dog, whom I greatly coveted. Settled 

to ride to-morrow if fine. Called at ’s, also 

at a furrier’s about ca|), and came home. Found 

■ and with my father. What a very bad 

expression of face the former has; sneering and 

false — terrible ! I looked at with much 

respect. I like his spirit, as it shines through his 
works, greatly. He was a pale, sickly-looking man, 
without any thing at all remarkable in the ex- 
pression of his countenance. While they were 

here, Mr. called to settle about to-morrow. 

He is a nice person ; sensible and civil, arul civil 
in the right way. Arrangements were made for 
dear — -’s going, which I rejoiced in greatly. I 
do not like at all le.avinf; her behind. W’hen the 
folks were gone, put out things fV)r the theatre. 

While doing so, Mr. and Mr. and Mrs. — 

called. Great discoursing about horses and horse- 
manship. Dined at three. After dinner, put fur 
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upon niy habit. At half-past five, went to the 
theatre. House very good ; plaj', Hunchback. 

By the by, Colonel called to-day, to entreat 

me to go and see his “ Honour, the Recorder,” 

who had sent nu; tickets of admission to the town 

hall, tt) see receive the freedom of the city. 

1 could not go, because of our horseback expedi- 
tion — this by the way. I played so-soish. was 

at the play ; and at the end, somebody in the house 

exclaimed, “ Three cheers for ! ” where- 

U))ou a mingled chorus of applause and hisses 
arose. The Vice-President looked rather silly, 
and acknowledged neither the one or the other. 

How well I remember the Duke of coming 

to the orchestra to see this play, the night before 
it was expected the Whigs would go out. I dare 
say he knew little enough what the Hunchback 
was about. 1 do not think the people noticed him, 
however ; so the feeling of the })ulse must have 

b^^cu unsatisfactory. Mr. said to Modus 

to-night in the play, speaking of me, “ a change 
of linen will sulHce for her.” How absurd ! we 
were all dying on the stage. Came home ; supped : 
— looked at silks ; chose a lovely rose-coloured 
one to line iny Portia dress ; with w'luch good deed 
iny day ended. 
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IVrdNCScla^^ 2Lv/. 

Looked at tlie sun, and satisfied with liis j)ro- 
inise, went to bed again, and slept till lialf-past 
eight. After breakfast, wrote to his lionoiir, the 
Kecordcr, an humble ap<)logy in true Old liailey 
styh‘. ^^'rotc journal, and began practising. ^Irs. 

called before 1 was out of my bod to tell us 

that tile ’s were not going, but that either her 

husband or her brother-in-law would be loo glad 

to go in the gig with I) % This, liowever, the 

latter rel’used, not. choosing, as slie said, to make 
-tny young man do the j>enance of keeping tier 
company on a party of pU •asure. J)ear good old 

j I ^vils vexed and provoked : but it could 

not be helped. At eleven, came for me. I 

found Mrs. in the carriage waiting ft)r me. 

We adjourned to M\arren Street, where weri? as- 
seinbleil all the j>arty. While we wailed li>r our 
liorses, Neptune, the beautiful Nc^wfoimdland, was 
admitted, and amused himself by prancing over 
tables, and chairs, and sofas, to his own iurmite 
delight, and the visible benefit of the furniture. 
Our steeds having arrived, we mounted and began 

to progress. Myself, and Mrs. , her husband. 

Ids brother, , and papa — — , Dr. , 
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Mrs. 's brother, and Mr. , nephew, I be- 

lieve, of the Irish patriot, were the equestrians of 

the party. After, followed Mr. and Mrs. 

, all be-coated and be-furred, in the stanhope. 

After, followed the ammunition waggon, containing 
a negro servant, Neptune, and sundry baskets of 
chumpngne, cake, and cherry bounce. Aw.ny we 
rushed down Broadway, to the infinite edification 

of its gaping multitudes. Mr. had gotten 

me an enchanting horse that trotted like an angel. 

S'o in sjiite of Major 's awful denunciation of 

disgusting,” Ihada delicious hard trot all through 
the streets, rising in my saddle like a lady, or rather, 
a gentleman. My habit seemed to excite consi- 
dcrablc admiration and a))probnti(>n, and indeed 
it was great. Crossed the Ihxjoklyn ferry in the 
steam-boat, aiul safely landed on the opposite side. 
The whole army defiled ; the stanhope taking the 
van, the horses forming the main body, and the 
provisions bringing up the rear. Our party se- 
parated constantly, as we progressed, into various 

groups, but I remained chiefly with Dr. , Mr. 

— — , and old Mr. . By the by, those ’s 

are a charming family; for Mrs. sits straight in 

her saddle, and the Doctor settled, when we started, 
that when he had despatched his patients^ he would 
call for D — ■ ■ ■ in the gig, and come down to meet 
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US at the fort. Our ride thither was extremely 
agreeable: the day was clear, cold, and grey; a 
delightful tlay for riding. I trotted to my heart’s 
content ; and kept my blood warm, and my spirits 
like champagne, till we reached the fort, when, at 
sight of the Narrows, and the Sandy I look light- 
house, they sunk deep, deej) down. * 

% # ^ ip 2H. 

# * # # 

The sea lay and still, without a wave or 

scarce a rijiple. A thousand li^ht skids, of vari- 
ous shapes, lay upon the leaden waters. The sky 
was a (ino liea|) ol‘ heavy purple clouds, froiu be- 
Jiiiid which the sun shot down his rays, which threw 
a melancholy wan lustre on the sea Ixaieath them. 
'T was a sad anti beautiful scene. The colourin'^ 
of the whole was gloomily harmonious ; and the 
dark shores and grey ex|>anse of water blended 
solemnly with the violet-coloured <'urtain of the 
heavens. We went over the fort. ’T is a fortifi- 
cation of no great si/.e, or, I should think, strength ; 
but its position, which commands the narrow en- 
trance to the bay of New York, efiectuolly checks 
the pass, and guards the watery defile that leads 
to the city of mammon. W’e looked at the guus 
and powder magazine, walked round the walls, 
and peeped into the officers’ quarters, and then 
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descended to seek where we might eat and be sa- 
tisfied. Mrs. is a very nice creature: she 

looks the picture of good temper — never stands 
still a minute ; and as we rode along to-day, when, 
tearing she might be cold, I asked her how she 
found Iierself, she replied, with perfect innocence 
and sincerity, “ Oh, delightful !” which made us 
all .scream. We knocked up the quarters of an 
old woman who kept a cottage, not exactly young 
love’s humble shetl, but good enough for our pur- 
pose. We got sinidry logs of wood, and made a 
blazing fire ; moreover, the baskets were o|)encd, 
and presently we jiresonted the interesting spec- 
tacle of a dozen people each with a lump of cake 
in one hand, and a champagne glass in the other. 

Mr. and Mrs. stuck to the cherrv 

bounce, and, as we afterwards heard, drove home 
accordingl}'. I laving <iiscussed, we remounted, 
and set forwards home by another road ; a very 
lovely one, all along the river side. Ere we had 

progressed long, we met D— and Dr. ■ in 

the gig. The nice good man had kept his word, 

and gone to fetch her. They had met Mr. ’s 

equipage going cherry-bounce pace, it seems, two 
miles ahead of us. The men here are never happy 
unless they are going full speed. *T is no wonder 
their horses are good for nothing : they would ruin 
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any horses th.at were good for any thing.* Such un- 
skilful horsemanship I never saw : Going full tear; 
crossing one another in every direction ; knock- 
ing up against one another ; splashing through 
puddles because they have no hand over their 
horses, and either overshooting their point, or be- 
ing half thrown at every turn of the road for the 
same reason. Came home full speed, and arrived 
at half-past four, having ridden, I should think, 

nearly twenty miles. Found Mrs. at home. 

They pressed me very much to slay dinner with 
them ; but my father expecUxl me, and I would 

not. That worthy youth, , insisted upon my 

acci‘{)ting his beautiful large dog, Neptune, which 

1 did conditionally, in case Mr. sliould fail 

me, w’hich I think a very improbable case indeed. 
They ordered the carriage, and Mr. persisted 

* It is qiiito curious, ia observe how utterlj unknown a 
thing a rcalh/ well brok(,‘ii horse is in tlii.-^ counfrv. I have 
just l)Ought one who was highly approveti and rccomniciulcd 
by several gentlemen considered here as learned in all these 
matters ; and of riiy own knowledge, I might hunt the Union 
over and not find a better. As far as the inak(‘, and beauty, 
and disposition of the animal goes, there 5s no fault to find ; 
but this ladjfs horse never had a woman on its back, had 
never been ridden but with a snaffle bit, and until she came 
into iny possession, diil not know how to canter with her 
right foot. When the Americans say a horse is well broken, 
they mean it is not wild. 


VOL. I. 
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in seeing me home in it, much to my annoyance, 
as ’t was a very useless ceremony indeed. Did 

not dishabit, but dined en amazone. * 

* * * * * 

Gave D her muff and tippet, which are 

exceedingly nmgniScent. After dinner, pottered 
about, and dressed at once. Played on the piano 
till nine, when we adjourned to —— ’s. A com- 
plete “ small party, my dear.” Dr. was 

there, whom I was glad to see ; also Mrs. ; 

also Mr. and Miss ; also that Mrs.——, 

who is utter horror and perturbation of s{)irit to 

me ; also — ; also ; all our riding party, 

and a world besides. After a little time, dancing 
was proposed ; and 1 stood up to waltz with Mr. 

, who observed that Dr. — was gone, as‘ 

he never chose to l)e present while waltzing was 
going on. 1 felt shocked to death that uncon- 
sciously I should have been instrumental in driv- 
ing him away, and much surprised that those who 
knew his disapprobation of w'altzing should have 
proposed it. However, he was gone, and did not 
return. Therefore 1 waltzed myself out of my 
conscientious remorse. Sang them Fanny Gray, 
and Ye Mariners of Spain. Danced sundry quad- 
rilles ; and, finally, what they called a Kentucky 
reel, — which is nothing more than Sir Roger de 
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Coverly turned Backwoodsman — and afterwards 
a “ foursome reel.” Played magic music ; and^ 
finallvy at one o’clock, came home, having danced 
myself fairly off niy legs. 


I'/iitrsdaj/f 22(1, 

It poured with rain all day. Dr. — — called, 
.ind gave me a sermon almiit waltzing. As it w’as 
perfectly good sense, to which I could reply no- 
thing whatever in the shape of objection, I pro- 
mised him never to waltz again, except with a 
woman, or my brother. * * 

After all, ’t is not fitting that a man should put his 
arm roiitul one’s waist, whether one belongs to 
any one but one’s self or not. ’Tis much against 
what I have alw'ays thought most sacred, — the 
dignity of a woman in her own eyes and those of 

others. I like Dr. most exceedingly. He 

spoke every way to my feelings' of what was right, 
to-day. After saying that he felt convinced, from 
conversations which he had heard amongst men, 
that waltzing was immoral in its tendency, he 
added, ” I am married, and have been in love, 
and cannot imagine any thing more destructive of 
the deep and devoted respect which love is cal- 

o 2 





culated to excite in every honourable man’s heart, 
not only for the individual object of his affections, 
but for her whole sex, than to see any and every 
impertinent coxcomb in a ball-room come up to 
her, and, without remorse or hesitation, clasp her 
waist, imprison her hand, and absolutely whirl her 
round in his arms.” So spake the Doctor; and 
my sense of proj^ricty and conviction of right bore 
testimony to the truth of his saying. So, farew'ell, 
sweet Gerpmn waltz ? — next to hock, the most 
intoxicating growth of the Rheinland. I shall 
never keep time to your pleasant measure again ! 
— IK> matter; after all, anything is better than to 
be lightly spoken of, and to deserve such mention. 

Mr. called, and sat some time with me. He 

is grown monstrously fat, and looks perfectly 
radiant, lie brought with him a good-looking 

staring man of the name of . We dined at 

three. After dinner, received a pretty anonymous 
nosegay, with sundry very flattering doggrel. The 
play was the Stranger. It poured cats and dogs, 
and the streets were all grey pudding. I did not 
expect to see six people in the house ; instead of 
which, ’twas crowded : a satisfactory proof of our 
attraction. 
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Frida^y 2Sd. 

At eleven, went to rehearsal — Isabella. I have 
forgotten all about it. They all read their parts ; 
came home ; began to practise. The two Mrs. 
called. I like them mainly, Mrs. — .i . ... par- 
ticularly. While they were here, Mr. and 

a man called ; they stayed but a minute, liy and 
by, in walked Mr. and Mrs. ; whereupon the 

— ■ tleparted. * * ‘ * 

* ★ % * 

^ *■ 

W^liilc they were here, received from — '■ the 
beautiful annual he has bought for me, which is, 
indeed, most beautiful ; and with it, literally a 
copy of verses, which are tiot so bad neither — 
only think of that ! ! ! U'he engravings are from 
things of Stanfield’s, taken on the Rhine; and 
made my heart ache to be once more in Kuro]>e, 
in the old land where fairy tales are told ; in the 
old feudal world, where every rock, and valley, 
and stream, are hauntc<l w'ith imaginings wild and 
beautiful : the hallowed ground of legend history ; 
the dream-land of fancy and of poetry. Put out 
things for the theatre : dined at three. Colonel 
< called : he brought news of the arrival of a 
o S 
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Liverpool packet, and prophesied letters to me. 
Went to the theatre. Play, Hunchback — house 
very fine again, Just as 1 was dressing for the 
second act, three letters were brought into my 

room. * * * * 

# # # .# # 

# # 

I was so much overset by them, that, with the 
strange faculty I have of pouring one feeling into 
anotlier, 1 cried so bitterly in the parting scene 
with Clifiord, that 1 could scarcely utter the words 

of niy part. * * * 

* * « * * 

« % # # > 4 ^ 


Saturday^ 24ith. 

Our riding expedition having been put oiT, the 
day was beautifully bright and clear. Sat stitch- 
ing and pottering on infinity. My feet got so 
perished that I dkhi’t know what to do. Wrote 
journal ; practised for an hour ; Mr. — — called. 
When he was gone, went out with my father. 
Called at to order home my gown for din- 

ner-4ime. Left a card at Mrs. — *s, and then 
marched down to the tfulor^s to upbraid him about 
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my waistcoat, which is infamously ill made.* Com- 
ing home, met that very odious Mr. , who is 

the perfection of genteel vulgarity. He walked 

home with us. Dressed for dinner. Mme. — 

did not send my gown home in time : abominable 
sempstress ! so put on my blue and looked rather 
dowdy. Found sundry that we knew : Colonel 
■ ; Mr. — — my favourite aversion, Mr. 

• ; that signal fool, Mr. ; Miss — — , who 

lookcil like a hair-<lrcsser’8 wax block; aMiss , 

with lovely feet, and a terrified Bacchante-looking 

head, cunt multis aliis. I sat by one Mr. , 

who talked without end, and cleverly enough : in- 
deed, it was rather clever to talk so wonderfully 
fast and much. After dinner, the party became 


♦ The variou.s censures which KngHsh travellers have be- 
stowed upon viU'iou.s things in this country arc constant ly» 
both in private conversation and the public prints, attributed 
to Kngliah jrahiist/, I confess 1 have been amused at tliu 
charge, and can only sincerely hope I may not ilniw down so 
awful an accusation on myself, when 1 declare, that, during a 
three 3 ’ears* residence in America, almost every article, of 
every description, which 1 have had made, has bc^n ill made, 
and obliged to undergo manifold alterations. I don’t pre* 
tend to account for the fact, f<>r fear the obvious reasons 
might appear to find their source in that very sinall jealousy 
of which England is guilty towards this country, in the |>er* 
son of her journal-scribbling travellers ; but to the fact there 
is and i*an be no denial. 

o 4 
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much larger : Dr. , Mr. — , the ■ (all 

but — — that entire self-satisfaction, Mr. — — , 
Mr.-— -,nn(l the knight of the rueful countenance; 
three singing men, ycleped ; and a shoal be- 

sides. One of the Mr. — — and Miss — — sang 

the duet in the Didonc, that dear — — and 

used to sing so lovelily. They both had good 
voices, but tlie style is but so-soish. Presently, 
three men sang that sea glee that I remember 

JLord ami Lady teaching me at . What 

a strange faculty of our nature this is, this leading 
back of our mimis to the past; through the agency 
of our senses, acted upon by present influences, 
the renewing life, the magical summoning up of 
tleail time from its grave, with the very place and 
circumstiince it wore. Wondrous riddle ! what 
— what are we, that are so curiously made ? By 
and hy dancing was ))roposed, and I was much 
entreated and implored to change my determin- 
ation about wult/ing; but 1 was inexorable, and 
wnltxed only with the ladies, who one and all dance 

extremely well. Mrs. looked lovely to-night. 

Dr. says very true, she has a thorough-bred 

look, which reminds me a little of our noble En- 
glish ladies. He says she is like Lady . I 

think she is prettier ; she certainly looks like a 
gem. We danced a Kentucky reel, and sundry 
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quadrilles. That lonj^ nis^ Mr. — , was tipsy, 
and went slithering about in a way to kill one ; and 
^Ir. was sitting slyly in the corner, pretend- 
ing to talk toD ,bnt in fact dying with laughter 

at poor , who meandered about the room to 

the infinite dismay and confusion of the whole 
dance. \^iin were the vigorous exertions ef his 
partner, who pulletl him this way and that, and 
pushed him hither and thither, to ail which the 
unresisting creature subinittial incorrigibly. Jh?- 
mained dancing till hall-past twelve, in liict, Sunday 
morning, and then came home. i'hey made me 
sing, which I ditl aboniinably. On my return 
home, found my black satin gown; every atom of 
which will have to be unpicked — pleasant I 'Die 
irailes-people here are really terrible ; they can ilo 
nothing, and will take no pains to iio any thing : 
’t is a hainlsoinc gown spoilt.'^ 


* When you carry \oiir complaint of careless \%ork, or 
want of punctuality^ to the trail ch-pcoplc whom you i-jiipli>y 
here, the unfortunate principals re44lJy excite your sympathy 
by their helpless sitfiution with rej^ard to the free re- 
publicans whom they employ, and who, with the utter com* 
tempt of subordination which the cheapness of living, and 
the sjurit of licence (not liberty) proiluce among the lower 
classes here, conic when they please, dqiart when they like, 
work when they choose, and if you remonstrate, take them* 
selves off to new masters, secure of employment in your 

o 5 
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Sunday^ 2Sth. 

My dear father’s birth>day ! also, by. the by, 
a grand occasion here — the anniversary of the 
evacuation of the island by the British troops, 
which circum.stance the worthy burghers have 
celebrated ever since with due devotion and thank- 
fulness. Went to church : Dr. did not preach, 

which wa.s a disappointment to me. The music 
was exqiii.site; and there was a beautiful graceful 
willow branchy with its long <lelicutc fibres and 
golden leaves, waving again.st the blue sky and the 


house, if your iiioilc of oniployin^ tliem dis- 
pleases thoin. Maniftdd arc the latiu'iitalions 1 have heard, 
of Oh, iiurain, this is not like the old country; we can’t 
get joiirneyineii to work here, ina’arii ; we’re obliged to do 
jii.st as our workmen please, iinrarn.” One poor French 
dress-maker appeareil to me on the verge of distraction, 
from the utter impossibility of keeping in any order a trihe 
of sewing girls, wJiom she seemed to pay on purpbsc that 
they might drive her crazy; and my shoemaker assured me 
tlie other day, with a most wofiil face, that it was election 
week, and that if I wtis as suffering for shoes as a lady could 
he, I could not have mine till the political cobblers in his 
employ had settled the business of the nation ” to their 
satisfaction. Patience is the only remedy. Whoever lives 
here, that has ever lived elsewhere, should come provided 
with it. 
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church window, that seemed to me like a magical 
branch in a fairy tale. It struck me as strange 
to-day, as 1 looked from the crowded gloomy 
church to the bright unbounded sky, to think that 
we call the one the house of God ; to be sure, we 
have other authority for CiilUng the blue heavens 
his throne ; and oh, how glorious they ditl look ! 
The <lay was bright, but bitter cold. Coming 
out of church, saw all our last night’s party. On 
my return home', found a perfect levee ; Dr. — 

Mr. , Mr. -, IVIr. , Mr. , a 

whole regiment. When they were all gone, wrcUc 
journal : ii.aving finished that and my lunch, set 
out with my father a icalk which we <lid 

to the tune of iu‘ar six miles, through all the 
rnitskirts of the town, an exceedingly Jow-life 
ramble indeed — tluring which w'e came, across a 
man who was preaching in the street. lie liad 
not a very large .assembly round him, and w*; stood 
in the crowd to hear him. liy his own account, 
he had been imprisonetl before for a simil.ar pro- 
ceeding, and he was denouncing, most vehemently, 
sign<al judgments on the blind and wicked corpor- 
ation who had so stoppeal the work of righteous- 
ness. The man’s face was a very fine one, re- 
markably inlelligcnt and handsome : he was cleanly 
and well dressed, and had altogether a respectable 

o 6 
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appearance. When we came home, it was past 
four. Dressed for dinner. My father dined with 

Mr. ; so D and 1 had a tCtc-d-lete dinner. 

After which, played on the piano for some time ; 
after whicii, began letter to II ; after which, 

wrote journal. * * * 

^ 

% -to tf! » 


Monddtj, 'Hith, 

Vestertluy was evacuation day ; but as yesterday 
was the Ltu'tl’s tlay also, the American militia army 
)H>stponed their yearly exhibition, and, instead of 
rushing about the streets in token of their thank- 
fulness at the departure of the llrilish, they quietly 
went to church, and praiseil God for that same. 
Tiwlay, however, we have had firing of pop-guns, 
waving of star-spangled banners (some of them 
rather the worse for wear), infantry marching 
through the streets, cavalry (oh, JLord, what deli- 
cious objects they were !) anti artillery prancing 
along them, to the infinite ecstasy and peril of a 
dense mob. Went to I'ehearsal at half-past ten. 
Was detaineil full ten minutes on the way thither, 
by the defiling of troops, who w'ere progressing 
down Broadway. After rehearsal, came home — 



JOUIlNAl 


30 i 

put out things for the theatre. jVIr. — — called : 
wliile he was here, spent a delightful half hour at the 
'window, which, overlooking the park, coinmaiulctl 
a full view of the inagnaniinous iniliuiry niarshal- 
led there. (), pomp aiul circumstance of glorious 
war ! They were certainly n»)l cjuitc so bad as 
Falstafl‘’s men, of ragged memory ; for, for aught 
I know to the contrary, they |K‘rhaps all of them 
hud shirts to their backs. Btit some hail gloves, and 
some hail none ; some carried their guns one way, 
and some another; some had caps of one iiishion, 
and some of another; some had no caps at all, 
but “ shocking bad hats,” with leathers in tliem.* 


* Tills ilfstTi|itioii may ama/.i: sumlry iiarrow-iiiin(le<l aiul 
prcjuclii i‘tl (Iwc lUiFft in tlio.M* uiiliii|>|iv wlu ru 

iiifl iiniiies art* aiuoii^ tlic* staiulin*: almsfs, aiul thi* iniM-nihlc 
stipeiulianerJ of hoary tyrannios alumt wearing tlir livery 
of their trade with a slavish nnaiiiniity heeoiriiiiL^ ahiiK* lo 
hirelings, aiul salaried hutehers base. J5iit whoever .shoiilii 
imagine that the members tif an eiiliglitened and free re- 
public must, beeaijse I bey eondeseeiid to become soldiers, 
for the pure love of their i-ountry, behave* as soldiers also, 
would draw foolish eoiiclusioTis. Diseipiine, orrler, a pecu- 
liar carnage, a particular dress, obedience lo siipel-iurs, and 
observance of rules, these*, indeed, may all be the; attributes 
of such miserable creatures as are content to receive wages 
for their blood. But for free Americans I why should they 
not walk crooked, in the defence of their country, if they 
don’t like to walk straight ? why should they not carry their 
guns on Uieir shoulders instead of upright, if they please ? 
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TIijb infantry were, however, comparatively re- 
spectable troops. They did not march many de- 
grees out of the straight line, or stoop too mucfiy 

or turn their heads round too often. Mr. 

remarked, that militia were seldom more steady 
and orderly in their appearance. But the cavalry ! 
oh, the cavalry ! what gems without price they 
were ! Apparently extremely frightened at the 
shumbling tiluppy chargers upon whose backs 
they clung, straggling in all directions, putting 
the admiring cniwd in fear of their lives, and 
proving bcyoml a doubt how formidable they must 
appear to the enemy, when, with the must peace- 
able intentions in the world, they thus jeopardied 
the safety of their enthusiastic fellow-citizens. 
Bold would have been the man who tlid not etlije 
bilckwarils into the crowd, as a flock of these 
worthies a-horseback came down the street — 
some trottiiif^, some palh>ping, some racking, some 
ambling; each and all ‘‘witching the w^orld with 
wondrous horsemanship.’’ If any thing ever might 

and why, since they chose to defind tlieir lives and liberties 
by becoming volunteers, should they not stick any feathers, 
of any colours that they like in their caps — black, white, or 
green P Is the noble occupation of war incompatible with 
the still nobler posacssioii of freedom ? (leaven forbid f 
and U>ng live the American militiu to prove their entire com* 
patibility. 
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be properly called wondrous, they, their riders 
and accoutrements, deserve tlie title. Some wore 
boots, and some wore shoes, and one independent 
hero had got on grey stockings and slqtpcrs! Some 
had bright yellow feathers, and some red and 
black feathers ! 1 remembered, })articularly, a 

doctor, in a black suit, Hessian boots, a ctM:ked 
hat, and bright yellow gauntlets ; anotlicr fellow 
was dressed in the costume of one of the Der 
Freyschut/’s corps : it looked for all the worltl like 
a Jtinaj parade. The ollicers fulfilled completely 
my idea of Macheath’s company of gentlemen of 
the road ; only, I strongly suspect the latter would 
have been heartily ashamed of the unha])py hacks 
the evaciialion heroes hatl gotten up upon. 'I'he 
parailu tcrmiiiateil widi a full half hour’s jeu t/c 
Joic.f , * # ♦ 


f The niilitiu falU-n into disre|>ntc; of Inte in New 
York iind Pliihulclpliiii. Truinin<'s sinil iiurades tukt; too 
nuicli of tlie prcfions time, whose ininntcii are cents, tiinl 
hours dollars. The tnily instunct: «)f hiiiiioiir, ii.'ttiorud or 
individual, which 1 liave witnessed since iiiy abode in this 
country, was u siiiini [>urudc got up in iniiniery of the real 
one here described. In this grotesipie procession, every 
man was dressed in tlie must absurd eostuine he could 
devise : banners with the most ludicrous insi-riptions, wooden 
swords of gigantic dimensions, ami children’s twopenny guns 
were some of their purajdiernalia ; and, in the absurd and 
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* ' * # * * 

# * * * # 

The bands of these worthies were worthy of them ; 
half a dozen fifers and drummers playing old 
English jig tunes. In spite of the folly and in- 
justice of such a comparison, I could not keep 
out of my head the last soldiers 1 had seen, those 
fine tall fellows, the grenadier guards, that used 
to delight us of a Sunday morning in St. James's 
Park, and their exquisite baiiil, and dandy-looking 
ofliccrs. Those looked like soldiers, whatever they 
may light like ; and allowing these excellent good 
folks to be very lions, look you, I can only say 
their af)pearance approached the sublime, by as 
near as the French critic xissures us the extreme 


inoiistroiiM objects the men luul iniule of theiiiselves, with 
false wliiskers, beurcis, and noses, I recoj^iiised some of the. 
broad, coarse, powerful humour of the lower orders in the 
old country. But it is the onhf symptom of such a spirit 
which 1 have met with. The absolute absence of imagin- 
ation, of course, is also the absolute absence of humour. An 
American can no more understand a fanciful jest than a 
poetical idea ; and in society and conversation, the strictest 
matter of fact prevails ; for any thing departing from it, though 
but an inch, cither towards the sublime or the ridiculous, 
becomes immccliately incomprehensible to your auditors, who 
will stare -at your rathusia&m, and sincerely ask you the 
meaning of your jest* 
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of the ridiculous does. Dined at three ; — — and 

called after dinner. My father went with 

Mr. to Tammany Hall*, where there was a 

grand democratic dinner, in honour of the triumph 
of the Jackson pan, , the mob men here. 1 sat 
writing to — — till time to go to the theatre. The 
play was Isabella ; the house crammed ; a regular 
holyday audience — shrieking, shouting, laughing, 
and rowing, like one of our own Christmas audi> 
cnccs. I acted like a wretch. My dresses looked 
very handsome, particularly my marriage dress; 
but my muslin bed-gown was so long that I set 
my feet through it the very first thing ; and those 
anhnaux hetesy who drnggetl me off, tore a beau- 
tiful point lacc veil I hatl on to tatters, a thing 
that cost three guineas, if a farthing ! My father 
received a most amusing letter this morning from 

JLord , asking us to come over to Jamaica 

and act, offering us quarters in his house, and 
plenty of volunteer actors (did he include him- 
self, I wonder?) to make up a company, if we will 
come. I should like it very well : to pass the 
winter in that nice warm climate would be de- 
lightful, and I dare say we should find our stay 

* A place devoted to political meetings, diiefly, however, 
I believe those termed here “ democratic.” 
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there amusing and agreeable enough. I wish we 
could do it. 


Tiiesdai/, 

After breakfast. Colonel — — called. Put out 

things for to-night. At half-past twelve, went out 

with my father and Colonel . Called upon 

his honour, the Recorder, but he was in court, 
and not to be seen. Walked down to the Battery. 
The day was most lovely, like an early day in 
June in England ; my merino gown was intoler- 
able, and I was obliged to take a parasol with me, 
the sun was so powerful. The Battery was, as 
usual, totally deserted, though the sky, and shores, 
and beautiful bright bay, were smiling in perfect 
loveliness. A delicious fresh breeze came wan- 
dering over the wide estuary ; and graceful boats, 
with their full sails glittering in the sun, glided to 
and fro, swift and strong, over the smooth waters, 
like summer clouds across the blue heavens — as 
silently, as rapidly, as tracklessly.f * * 

It is the property of perfection atone to rivet the ad- 
miration of absolute ignorance ; whence I conclude that the 
river craft, hovering from morning till night along the waters 
that surround New York, must be the most beautifiil in the 
world. Their lightness, grace, swiftness, and strength, ap- 
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• * ' * * * 

* * * « • 

Came home at half-past one. Found a card 
from Mrs. . 1 ’m sorry I didn’t see her. 

called, with one Mr. , kinsman to the 

authoress. * * * « 

* # * * # 

* * « * « 

While they were here, Mrs. — called to settle 

about to-morrow’s ride. Mr. aiul Mrs. ar- 

riving, the rest departetl. We dined ut three. 
After dinner, came to my own room ; wrote jour- 
nal ; went on with letter to . At hull-past 

five, went to the theatre. Play, the Gamester ; 
my father’s benefit ; the house was very gotnl. 1 
played pretty well. Mr. thoroughly bo- 

thered me, by standing six yards behind me : what 
a complete stroller’s trick that is. So we are to 
act on Saturday. If I can go to the opera, all 
the same, I sha’n’t mind so much ; but i will be 
in most horrible tludgeon if it prevents that, liir 1 
want to hear this new prima donna. Mr. — — * 

was behind the scenes, and •wrapt, in his 

usual seat : he ’s a delightful bit of audience. 


pear to me unequalled. Such beautiful vessels 1 never saw ; 
more beautiful ones I cannot imagine. 
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Received a bill of the intended performances for 
Thursday, Mr. — — *s benefit ; and such another 
&rce as the whole thing is 1 never heard of ; as 

Mr. says, ** the benefit of humbug,” indeed. 

* # # * * 

# # # * # 

Came home. While we were at supper, my 
father showed me u note he had received from 

- , which, to use a most admirable* vulgarism, 

struck me all of ii heap. A sort of threatening 
letter, desiring him, as he valued his interest, to 
come forward and oiler to act Charles the Second 

for the said Mr. ’s benefit, having already 

agreed to act in one piece, for said Mr. ’s 

benefit. O nionstrous ! monstrous ! most un- 
natural ! ” What a vulgar wretch the man 
must be ! 


JValncsday^ 28 ///. 

Mary — — ’s wetlding <lay ! Poor lassie ! I looked 
at the bright morning sun with ]>leasure for her sake. 
After breakfast, sat reading the poems of Willis,' a 
young man, whose works, young as they evidently 
are, would have W'on him some consideration in 
any but such a thorough work-day world as this. 
1 cried a good deal over some of this man’s verses. 
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I thought some of them beautiful ; and ’t is tlie 
property of Ixiauty to stir the wells of my soul 
sadly, rather than cast sunshine over them. I 
think till things are sad. *T is sad to hear sweet 
music; ’t is sad to read fine imetry; ’tis sad to 
look upon the beautiful face of a fair woman; ’tis 
sad to lieliold the unclouded glory i>f a summer’s 
sky. There is a deep and lingering tone in the 
harmony of all beauty that resounds in our souls 
with too full and solemn a vibration ibr pleasure 
alone. In liict, intemitij, even of joy and delight, 
is in itself serious ; ’t is iin}K)ssible to be fidhlled 
tv'ith emotion of any sort and not fi'el as though 
wo were within the shadow of a cloiul.* 1 re- 
member when first I recited .inliet to my mother, 
she said I spoke the balcony scene almost sadly. 
W'as not such tlec}), deep love U)0 strong, too 
passionate, too pervading, to be uttereil with the 
light laughing voice of pleasure ? W’as not that 
love, even in its fulness ol'joy, sad — awful ? IIow'- 
ever, perhaps, 1 do but see through my own me- 
dium, and fancy it the universal one. My eyes 
are dark, and most things l<K)k darkly through 

* In Caiiova’s group of ('iipi«l and I'syclic, the young god 
is smiling like a god ; bat the ei»ger parted lips with which 
Psyche is seeking his, wear no such expression — you might 
fancy they trembled, but they certainly do not smile. 
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them. At about twelve o’clock Mrs. called 

for me ; and, escorted by her husband and Mr. 

y we rode forth to visit the island. We went 

to a pretty cottage belonging to Mr. ■— --’s father- 
in-law, Dr. The day was still and grey — 

a pleasant day ; there was no sunshine, but nei- 
ther were there any dark shadows. My horse 
had been ill ridden by somebody or another, and 
was mighty disagreeable. Our ride was pleasant 
enough : tlierc was not much variety in the country 
we passed through. Masses of granite and greenish 
basalt, wild underwood, and vivid briglit-looking 
cedar bushes. The Hudson lay leaden and sullen 
under the wings of the restless wind. We stood 
to hear the delicious music of the water plashing 
against the rocky shore, which is the pleasantest 
sound in all the worUl. We then rode to a place 
yclepetl Hell-gate*, from a dangerous current in 
the East river, where ships have been lost — and 
home through the mellow sunlight of a warm au- 
tumnal aflernoon. Came in at a little past four. 
• 

♦ Tlic liulics of New York, and all lady-1 ike people there, 
have ugrceil to cull this c<ldy //tf/-/-gate. The superior pro- 
priety of this name is not to be questioned ; for hell is a 
shocking bad word, no doubt: but being infinitely more 
appropriate to the place and its qualities, I have ventured to 
mention it. 
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Devoured sundry puddiiij^ and pies; put out 
clothes for the evening; dined at five. My father 
dined at — — ’s : 1 *ve an csperial fancy for that 
man. After dinner, sat making blonde tippet, and 
strumming on tlie ])i;mo till eight. Drank lea, 

dressed, and off to Mrs. ’s « small party, niy 

dear.” * » * * 

* * ¥ rtf. 

# * # ♦ # 

The people here have no conscience about the 
questions they ask ; and, as J have oiu; in answer- 
ing, and always give them “the truth, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth,” it follows that 
nothing can be more disagreeable than their que- 
ries, except my replies. Mr. was there; 1 

like him : he has something in him, and is not 
vidgar or inipertineiit. Was introduced to a very 
hamlsome French creole woman*, whom I liked : 
she reminded me of my mother, and her soji bore 

♦ The ladies here liavc an extrenio avcrsian to heinp called 
uiomcn, I don’t exactly understsuid why. Their idea is, that 
that term designates only titc lower or less refined classes ol' 
female human-kind. This is a mistake which 1 wonder they 
should fall into ; for in all countries in the world, queens, 
duchesses, and countesses, are called women; but in this 
one alone, washerwomen, sempstresses, and housemaids arc 
entitled ladia; so that, in fact, here woman is by far the 
more desirable appellation of the two. 
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a striking resemblance to dear . We stood 

up to dance a couple of quadrilles ; but as they 
had not one distinct idea of what the figures were, 
the whole was a mess of running about, explain- 
ing, jostling, and awkward blundering.* I took 
greatly to the governess of the family, a German 
woman, with a right German face, a nice person, 
with quiet simple manners. The w'omen's voices 
here distract me; so loud, so rapid, and with 
such a twang! Wliat a pit^^! for they are, almost 
w*ithout an exception, lovely-looking creatures, 
with an air of refinement in their appearance, 
w'liich would be very attractive, but for their styl^ 
of dress, and those said tremendous shrill loud 


* The estsihlishcil succession of fi»:urcs which form the 
onr French (|iiaiirilUs in executing which the balUrooins of 
Paris luul London have spent so many satisfactory hours, 
ever since it was in vented, hy no means satislics the Aineri- 
eniis. At the close of almost every (|uadrille, a fanct/ figure 
is danced, which, depending entirely upon the directions of 
the leader of the hand, is a very curious medley of all the 
rest. The company not being gifted with second sight, and 
of course not knowing at every step what next they may be 
ciilled upon to do, go fearfully sliding along, looking at each 
other, asking, “ how tloes it go on ?” some on avanf deuxiiig^ 
while others are starting oft* cn promeiiadey the whole being 
a complete confusion of purpose and execution. The com* 
mon French figure, the Trenis, is very seldom danced at all, 
— they do not appear to know it. 
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voices.* Came home at twelve o’clock* Mv Ta- 
vouritc aversion, Mrs. , was there. 

* This terrible nuisance has often inatle me wish for that 
still small voice,” which has become the universal tone of 
^ood society in Kn^laiul, and which, hf>wever inconvenient 
.sometimes from its utter inaudibility, at least did not send 
one to bed with one’s ears rin^iti^ and one's heatl splitting. 
I wtis in a society of about twelve ladies, the other evening, 
and tlic tiproar was so excessive that I felt my eyebrows 
contracting from a sense of perfect bewilderment, occasioned 
by the noise all round me, and more than once was obliged 
to re(|ucst tlic person with whom I w'lus conversing to stop 
till the noise hail sub.sided a little, that I might be aide to 
distinguish what he was saying to me. Were the w'oinen 
here large and niiisciiHne in thc*ir appearance, this defect 
W'oiild appeiir less strange, though not less disagreeahle ; Imt 
they are singularly delicate and feminine in their style of 
beauty ; and the noise they make strikes one with surprise 
as something monstrous and unnatural — like mice roaring. 
They frequently talk four or five at a time, and directly across 
each other ; neither of which proceedings is exactly accord- 
ing to my ideas of good breeding. 
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'# *%*-*« 

♦ *%*=*> 

AftcT broaktiist sat writin<y to dt*ar for some 

time, INit out tliiii/i^s rt>r the llieatre, and went to 
rebeJirsal. JNIy father has received a most comical 

note from one , a Scotch gardener, 

florist, and seedsman ; the original, by the by, of 
Galt’s I.-awrie Todtl, — and original enough he 
must be. Hie note expresses a great desire that 
my father and myself will call upon him, for that 
he wishes very niucli to Itwk at us — tfiat the hours 
of the theatre are too late for him, and that 
besides, he wants to see us lis ourselves, and not 
as “ kings and princesscjs.” I have entreaU*d my 
fatlier to go : this man must be worth knowing* I 
shall certainly keep his note* After rehearsal, came 
home. Wrote to ^ to dear — — , Mr. ——— 

D 
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called; idso Colonel , who gave an account 

of the proceedings of the committee for * b 

benefit, which, added to the gentleman's own note 
to my lather, thoroughly disgusted me. And 
here I do solemnly swear, never again, with my 
own good will, to become acquainted with any 
num in any way connected with the public press. 
They arc utterly unreliable jH'ople, generally ; 
their vocation ri'quires that they should be* so ; 
and the very few exceptions I must forego, for 
however I might like tliem, 1 can neither respect 
nor approve of their trade ; for trade it is, in the 
vilest s^se of the word. Dined at five. After 

dinner Mr. and Mrs. came in. * 

« * # * * 


At eight, went to the theatre. The house was, in 
consequence of the raised prices, only three parts 
full. 1 just caught a glimpse of Forrest in the 
pll^tli act of Brutus. Wliat an enormous man he 
ia } After the play came sundry songs and recit* 
btipns, and tlien Katharine and Petruchio. 1 did 
ttooi play well : tlic actors were very inattentive^ 
as stupid, and annoyed my lather very 
.The pit was half filled with 

who, fiwr the gpp^ter attraction 

^ ^otisfiMlikin Of thanselfii, were 



JOURNAl» 


t 


allowed to sit out of their proper plaeca: to bo 
sure they had the pleasure of the sooie^ ^ tho 
volunteer heroes, who, for the benefit of 
were all in full uniform. Wliat an idwurdilyl 

Swallowed an ice. Saw — — , also Mr. , and 

young behind the scenes. Came home aSid 

supped. Colonel called, and discussed, first, 

the farce on the boards ; then the fiu'ce before the 
curtain ; finally, the farce of life, which, to my 
mind, U but a melancholy one. 


h'ridai/t 30M. 

How the time goes ! Ble«s the old traveller, how 

he jtosts along ! After hreakfast, Mrs. and 

Imr son, and !Mr. called. 1 like the laiter ; 

his manners are very good, and he is alt<^ethei( 
more like a gentleman than most men here* 
When they were gone, walked out with ttiy father 

to *s. The day was grey, and cold, an^’ 

damp — a real November day, such as we kdh#i! 
them. We held the good man’s note, an^ 
our course by it, and in process of time ^ntered'^ 
garden, passed through a gjre^bous^ sold i^* 
rived in an immense and most singularly 
sccjb hop, with galleries rumiing',round,^ 
die vok» of a hunched catiaries xesouiidh]^ 
it. I ddrft know why, tot it veminded'iBiielS^'ft 

B‘2t 
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in the Arabian Nights. ** Is Mr. 

^thin ?** shouted forth my father* seeing no one 
hot this strange>looking abode. “ Yes* he is*” 
„wa8 replied from somewhere, by somebody. We 
lookjed about, and presently, with his little grey 
bullet head, and shrewd piercing eyes, just ap- 
pearing above the counter, we detected the mas- 
ter of the house. My fattier stej^ied up to him 
with an air like the Duke of — — , and returning 
his coarse, curiously folded note to him, said, 

** I presume I am addressing Mr. ; this, 

sir,*’ drawing me forward, ** is Miss Fanny 
Kemble.’* The little man snatched off his spec- 
tacles* ' rushed round the counter, rubbed his 
enormous hand upon his blue stuff api’on, and 
*held it out to us with a most hearty welcome. 
JEie looked at us for some time, and then ex- 
claimed, Ha ! ye’re Ij^r father. Well, ye *11 
have married pretty early — ye look very young : 
r should not have been sue much surprised if ye 
had called her ye ’re wife !” I laughed, and my 
ifother smiled at this compliment, wiiich was re- 
commended by a broad Scotch twan^ which 
ahwsys sounds sweetly in my ears. Hie little 
,«ian, whose appearance is that of a dwarf in some 
Ihity tale* then went on to tell us how Galt had 
written & book att aboi^ him ; howlit was, ^aaost 
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word for word, his own story ; how he had come 
to this country in early lifo, with three halfjpeiice 
in his pocket, and a nail and hammer in his hanc^ 
for all worldly substance; how he liad earned 
his bread by making nails, which was* his businesa 
in Scotland ; how, one day, passing by some 
flowers exposed for sale, he had touched a 
raniuin leaf by accident, and, charmed with its 
fragrancej bought it, liaving never seen fme 
before ; how, with fifteen dollars in his pocket, 
he commenced the business of a florist and gar* 
dencr ; an<l how* he had refused as many thousand 
ilollars for his present prosperous concern ; how, 
when lie first eaine to New York, tlie place op- 
posite his garden, where now stanib a handsome 
modem dwrelling-house, w'ns the site of a shed 
where he dkl yiis first hit of work ; how, after 
six-and-twenty years', absence from Scotland, ho 
returned home ; how he came to his fother^s 
house — “ 'T was on a bright morning in August 
— the eighth of August, just, it was — wh«i X 
went through the door. I knew all the old pas- 
sages so well : 1 opened the parlour door, and 
there, according to the good old Scottbb euti^aib 
the family were going to prayers afore brealGfiHlk 
Himie was the old Bible on tbe tables and^liMS 
old dodk ticking in tbe corner of tbe rodoif 

B 3 



6 


JOUnXAL. 


there was my father in his own old chair, exactly 
just where I had left him six-and-twenty years 
gone by. The very shovel and tongs by the fire 
were the same ; I knew them all. I just sat 
down, and cried as sweetly as ever a man did 
in bis life.” 'riiese were, ns nearly as I can re- 
collect, his words ; and oh, what a story ! His 
manner, tmi, was intlescrihahly vivid and graphic- 
My father’s eyes filled with tears. 'lie stretched 
out his hand, and grnspi*d and shook the Scotch- 
man’s hand repi'atedly without speaking ; I lu-ver 
saw him more excited. I luwer was more struck 
mvself with the wonderhil strangeness of this 
bewiUlering life. lie showe<l us the foot <»f a 
rude rustic-looking table. “ That,” he said, 
“ was cut from out tke hawthorn hedge that grow's 
by my father’s house ; and this,” showing us a 
wooden bowl, “ is what I take my ]>u7Tiech in !” 
1 asked him if he never nu'ant to leave this 
country, and return to honny Scothand. He sakl. 
No, never : he might return, but he never meant 
to settle any where but here. “ For,” adde<l he, 
** 1 have grown what I am in it, madam, and ’t is 
a fine country for the poor.” He bad been an 
early martyr, too, to his {xilitical opinions ; and, 
when only nineteen years of age, had been im- 
prisoned in Edinburgh for advocating the cause 



JOURNAL. 


7 


of that very reform which the j>eople arc at this 
moment crying jiibilt*e over in England. He 
.seenied to rejoice in tliis emintrv, as in the wide 
common land of political fn^edoin, unbounded by 
the limits of long-t‘>lahlished prejudice, unbroken 
by the deep trenches which divide class from class 
in the cultivated soil of tlu* old world. I could 
have listened to this strange oracle for a day: but 
in the* midst of liU iliscoiirse hi' was summoned to 
dinner ; and, presenting his son to us, w'ho pre- 
senU‘d a nosegay to me, li ft ns to waniler about 
his singular <Iotiiain. lIi^^ father, by tlie by, is 
still alive, and residing within six miles of Ediii- 
burgb, a injin of ninety years and npw'ards. We 
w'alked about tin.* shop, \*i'»iiecl the birds, who are 
taken most admirable care of 9 and are extremely 
beaulifid- 1 saw sevcTal mocking birds ; tliey 
should sing \vi*ll, for they are not pretty. I'lieir 
plumage is of a dull grey <*olf)Ui% and they are 
clumsy hxiking birds. ^ Saw' tw'o heaiitifnl Afri- 
ca widow' birds, wolli their jet black lioods and 
trains. Saw an English blackbird, anil thrush, 

* Unroinantic as these !>irds are in their external appear- 
ance, there is sornethint; poctieai in their love of Miiiny 
skies. Many attempts have been made to rear tlienf in 
England ; but I am told that they will not sing there, oj 
indeed any where but where the sun shines as it does here. 

B 4 
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in cages. They made my heart ache. I ^wonder 
if they ever think of the red ripe cracking cher> 
ries, the rich orchard lands, and the hawthcvn- 
hedged lanes in th^ summer sunsets of dear 
England ? I did for them. We then went and 
looked at a tank full of beautiful gold fish, as they 
indiscriminately culle<l them. Hut though the 
greater number were the glittering scarlet crea- 
tures usually so denominated, some were of the 
richest purple, with a soft dark bloom playing 
over their sides; others, again, were perfectly 
brown, with a glancing golden light shining 
through their scales; others were palest silver; 
others, again, mingled the dazzling scarlet with spots 
of the most beautiful gloomy violet, like <lark-co- 
loured jewels set in lire.. Their tank was planted 
with the roots of aquatic vegetables, which, in sum- 
mer, spread their cool leaves over the water, which is 
perpetually renewed by means of an escape, and 
a little silvery fountain which keeps bubbling tip in 
the midst. They seemed vciy liappy, and dp- 
voured sundry pieces of wafer paper, while we 
admired them at our leisure. Saw an India-rubber 
tree, a very young one, which had not attained its 
full growth. ’T is a fine broad-leaved tree, unlike 
any that I ever saw before. After dawdling about 
very satisfactorily for some -time, we departed 
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from the dwellinj; of Lawrie Todd. Of a verity, 
** truth is siranj^e, stranger than fiction.” Went 
to a bookseller's. 1 bought a Bible for little ■ • ■ ; 

my father, a Shaks]H‘ai'e for . Came home. 

Mr. called, and gossiped some time with 

me. '^i'old me a bit of sratulsil, of which 1 hud 
some slight suspicion before, i. e. that Mr. ■■ 
was pi’etty Mrs. 's very devoted. At half- 

past four dressed for dinner. Coloiu'l — callisl 
just as we were going to dinner. At five, my futlier 

and I went to Mrs. ’s. A pleasant dinner. 

1 like him enough, and 1 like her very much. 
She is extremely ju’iaty, and very pleasant. Sat 

by that tall ninny, Mr. , who uttered inanity 

the whole of dinner-time. After dinner, the 
usual entertaining half hour among the hulits; 
passed in looking over caricatures. When the 

men joinetl us, Mr. came and sat down by 

me, and in the course of a few minutes, [K>or 

Lord having by chance been menliont'd, we 

into English talk ; and it appears that he 
knows sundry of iny gracious pntrons ; among the 

rest, the s. lit; had been at ; and it 

pleased me to speak of it again. But wlutt in the 
name of all wonders could jxtssess him with the 

idea that Lady was guilty of editing the 

Comic Annual. Was asked to sing, and sang 

B 5 
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“ Ah no ben inio*’ pretty well. Mr. sang 

a thing of his own very well, though it was not 
in itself worth much. Discussed all manner of 
priina donnas with him. At half-past nine, 

D - came for me, and we proceeded to the 

s. The people here never tell one when they 

mean to <lancc ; the consetpience is, that one is 
completely pul out about one’s toilet. I was in a 
black satin dress; and dancing in these hot rooms, 

might as well have been in a pall. * 

« * # # * 

* # * * * 

In the middle of the evening, Dr. — — asked if I 
would allow' him to introduce tome one Mr. — , 

a very delightful man, full of abilities, aud w’riter 
in such ami such a paper. I immediately called 
to mind iny resolution, and I'efused. In the mean 
time, Mrs. ^ less scrupulous, and without ask- 

ing my leave, brought the gentleman up, and in- 
irotluced him. 1 was most ungracious and forbid- 
ding, and meant to be so. I am sorry for this, 

but I cannot help i|;^;:.hc is ^*3 brother, too, 

which makes me doubly sorry. As he is an agree- 
able man, and ’s brother, I esteem and re- 

verence him ; but as he belongs to the press 
gang, I will not know him. The room was full 
of pretty women, one prettier than another. 1 
danced myself half dead, and came home. By 
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and lost we become, — how lost among a thousand 
wild imaginations, — how driven to and fro hv a 
thonsaiul doubts, — how wnrked amidst a thou- 
sand fc*ars ! Surely we should he humble : we 
shotild indeed remember that we cnniwt hnowy and 
not strive for that knowledgi* which our soiils will 
lose themselves in seeking for, and our overstrained 
minds crack in rcachiiig at. ^ * 

m M ^ 

4 # 

At the end of service they sang Lnth«*r's hymn. 

•I erit'd with nervous excitement, not at that, but 

at my recollection of IlrahamV singing it with that 

terrible tnnnj>et accomj)iinimcnl, that used to 

make inv heart stand still and listen. Staved and 
% * 

took the sacrament. * * » 

♦ * 

* ♦ # • * 

Came home : found a whole regiment of men. 
Hi-s honour the Recorder, who is iny especial 

delight, IVIr. , y whom I gn'atly alfectiou; 

to these presently entered Mr. and Mr. « 

They on<? by one bade me good-by ; liow disa- 
greeable that is, that good-by. Mr. rcatl me 

a passage out of one of Jeffrey’s lc‘tter» describing 
an English fine lady. 'Die picture is adrairabley 
and most faithful; they arc, indeed, polished. 
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brilliant, smooth as ice, as slippery, as treacherous, 

as cold. When they were all gone, Colonel 

gave me to read the descriptive sketch of the 
French opera. La Tentatioii, that has been setting 
all Paris wild. What an alrucious piece of blas- 
plieiny, indecency, and folly — what a thoroughly 
French invention. Mad people ! mad people ! 
mad people ! Looked over bills, settled accounts, 
righted desk, tore up papers ; among others, 
sundry anonymous love letters that I had treasured 
Up’ as specimens of the purely liinny in composi- 
tion, but which began to take up loo much room. 
Dressed for dinner. After diniU‘r sat writing 

journal, and reading Coutarini l-'leming. * 

* * * * * 

* * % * % 


Muiuhn/^ 3tL 

Hose at half-tiast four. The sky was black as 
death, but in the night winter had dropped his 
mantle on the earthy and there it lay, cold, and 
purely white, against the inky sky. Dressed: 
crammed away all the gleanings of the packing, 
and in thaw, and sleet, and rain, drove down to 
the steam-boat> Went directly to the cabin. On 
my way thither, managed to fall down half-a-dozen 
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steep steps, and give myself as many bruises. I 
was ])ickod up and led to a bed, where I slept 
profoundly till breakfast time. Our kinsimui, 

Mr. , w'as our fellow- passenger ; I like him 

niaiiilv. After breakfast, returned to niv crib. As 
I was removing Contarini I'leniing, in order to 
lie down, a huft/ said to me, “ Let me look at one 
of those books;” and without lurther wortl of 
question or acknowltHlgnunit, t(K>k it from iny 
hatid, and began reading. I w'as a /itflc surprisedy 
but sai<l nothing, and went to sleep. l*resently-'l 
was roused by a pull on the shoulder, ami another 
lad^', rather more civil, ami particularly considerate, 
asked me to tlo her the favour of lending her the 
other. I said by all manner of means, wished her 
ill the <levil, and turned round to sh'ep once more. 
Arrived iit Ambov, we ilisembarkiHl ami bundled 
ourselves into our co-ach, mirselves, our namesake, 
and a pretty quiet lady, wbo was going, in much 
heaviness of heart, to sih* a sick child. 'I'he roiids 
were uns{)eakable ; the diiy jnost delightfully dis- 
agrt'eable. My bruises m^e the stdtatory move- 
ments of our erazy conveyance doubly torturing ; 
in short, all things were the perfection of misery. 
I attempted to read, but found it utterly impos- 
sible to do so. Arrivetl at the Delaware, we took 
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boat again ; and, as 1 was sitting very quietly 
reading Contarini Fleming, with the second 

volume lying on the stool at my feet, the same 
unceremonious lady who had borrowed it before, 
snatched it up witliout addressing a single syllabic 
to me, read as long as she pleased, and threw it 
down again in the same style when she went to 
diniu'r. Now I know that half the people here, 
if they were to read that in Mrs. Trollope, would 
say, “ Oh, hut you know she could not have been 
a lady; ’t is not fair to judge of our manners by the 
vulgar specimens of American society which a 
steam-boat may alFord.” Very true: but granting 
that she was not a lady (which she certainly was 
not), supposing her to have been a housemaid, or 
any thing else of etpml pretensions to good breed- 
ing, the way to judge is by comparing her, not 
with ladii‘s in other countries, but with housemaids} 
persons in her own condition ol’life; and ’tis most 
certain that no jK?rson w'hatsoever, however igno- 
rant, low, or vulgar, in Englaiul, woidd have done 
such a thing as that. But the mixture of the 
republican feeling of equality peculiar to this 
country, and the usual want of refinement common 
to the low'cr classes of most countries, forms a sin- 
gularly felicitous union of impudence and vulga- 
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rity to be met witli no where but in America. * 
Arrivifl at the Mansion House, which I was (jihUi 

* In speakinj: of the bud and disicrc'eablc n'.*s»U« of thr 

IX)Iiticul institutions of this country, as cxliiintcd in tlu‘ 
feoliiii's and ipaiincrs of the lower ortltT>, 1 luivc every 
where dwelt upon thohc \vhich« from in\ own 4liNpi>sitioti» 
and the opinions and sentiments in which I have been edu- 
cated, ha\e struck me most, and most nnfu\ourah]y . lUit 
I should Ik* stirry to he so hlimh or so prejudiced, as not to 
j)ercei\e the izrcat moral goods which arise from the very same 
Source, and dis|)Iay themselves strongly in the same class of 
peoj)le : hoitt Alj/ and tntlh^ (*\cellence.s so gri‘at, that the 
most hiLV»te(l wtKslnpper t»f the ft»rms and isions of societifs^ 
in the old world would surely he ashamed to weigh them in 
the halance against tin* deferenci* there paiil to rank or 
riches, or evi'u the real ami Vi*ry aL»n‘eal)lc* {|n:dities of 
civility ami courtesy. Ajiierican'* ( I speak now of the 
pn>p/t\ nut the gt'ntlemen ami lailies, ///< // are neither no 
liimi .st ami true, m>r fjnite so rmli%) are indeed independent. 
J’Lvery man that v%ill w<irk a little <aii live e\tr« iml\ well. 

portion of the eountr\ is \et ovcTstockeil with Ihllowcrs 
of trades, not even tin* Atlantic cities. Li\ir.g is cheap — 
labour is dear. I'u eoiiclude, as the Irisii woman sai*I, ” It 
is a <larliiig country for poor folks; for if I work three days 
in the W'eek, caifl I lie in my bed tlie other three if I jdase ?'* 
This being so, all dealings between liamlieraflsmen and 
those who employ them; trudcMiU^ ami those who 1 ju\ of 
them ; siTvants and those who are servecl by tluan ; arc 
conducted upon the most ciitirt* sy sti-m of reciprocity of 
advantage ; indeed, if any thing, the obligation appears always 
to lie on that party which, with us, is generally siipposcil to 
confer it. Thus, — iny shueiiiaker, a person with whom I 
have now dealt largely Ibr two yt*ari*, said to me the other 
day, upon my rcinonstniting about being r>bligcci regularly 
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glad to see again. Installed myself in a room> 
and while they brought in the packages, finished 


to coinc to his shop and unboot, whenever I order a new 
pair of walking boots — Well, ma'am, we can keep your 
measure certainly, to oblige you^ but as a rule we don't do it 
for any of our customers, it's so very troublesome." These 
people are, then, as I said before, most truly independent ; 
they are therefore never servile, and but seldom civil, but for 
the very same reason they do not rob you ; they do not 
need to do so ; neither do the}" lie to you, for your favour 
or displeasure in no way affects their interest. If you 
eiltrust to their care materials of any sort to make up, you 
are sure, no matter how long you may leave them in their 
hands, or how entirely you may have forgotten the quantity 
originally given, to have every inch of them returned to 
you : ami you arc also generally sure that any question you 
ask, with regard to the quality of what yon purchase, will 
be answ'ercd w'ithoiit any eiiileavoiir to impose upon you, or 
palm upon your ignorance that which is worse for that 
which is better. Two circumstances, which have come 
under my ow n knowleclgc, will serve to illustrate the spirit 
of the people ; and they arc gooil illustrations to quote, for 
similar eireumstunces are of claily and hourly occurrence. 

A fiirmcr who is in the habit of calling at oiir house on 
his way to market, with eggs, poultry, &c., being questioned 
as to whether the eggs were new-laid, replied, w^ithout an 
instant's hesitation, “ No, not the very fresh ones, we eat 
all tliosc oursehwsJ** 

On returning home late from the play one night, 1 could 
not find my slippers any where, and, after sonic useless 
searching, performed my toilet for bed without them. The 
* next morning,* on enquiring of my maid if she knew any 
thing of them, she replied with perfect equanimity, that 
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Contarini Fleming. It reiniiulecl me of Combes' 
book : 1 wonder whether he is turning plironolo- 
gist at all i thosi‘ physiological principles were the 
bosom frieiwls of the Combes' phrenological ones. 
Stowed away my things^ made a dt^licioiis huge 
wood fire, dressed myself, and went down to dinner. 

Our kinsman dined with us. Mr. came in 

while wo were at dinner. After dinner, caine up 
to my room, continued unpacking and putting 
away my things till near nine oVlotk. we 

went <lown to lea, my father was lying on the sofa 
asle(‘p, an<l a man was sitting willi his hack to the 
tloor, reading the ne\^ '^papi r. He looker! up as 

we came in ; it was , whom I greatly n*joiced 

to see again. During tea, he lolrl us all the' Fhi- 
laiU‘lphia go'-slp. So the ladies are all getting up 


haviiii^ \valkc(l home throujh the snow, ami her'li'et 
extremely wet, slu* had put tluMii c»u, ami toiL:<»tteu to 
restore them to their plaer* l>erore my return. NoIumU, 1 
think, will doubt that an Mn^lisli litriner, and an I^iiLdi.Hli 
servant, ini"ht sell stall* ee^s, ami use their ini'^tros^.s 
slip|)ers ; l)ut I think it highly doubtfulj that either fact 
would have been aeknowh*;ied with siieli perfect luiiusty 
any litre but here. As to the servants here, except the 
blacks, and the poor Irish liread-hunltrs who roim* over, 
there arc scarcely any to he foumt : the: vcrry name seems 
repugnant to an American; and however high their wages, 
and easy their situation, they secni hardlv to be able to 
endure the bitterness of subserviency and subordinutioin 
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Upon horses, and wearing the “ Kembk cap,” as 

they call Lady *s device. How she would 

laugh if she could hear it ; how I did laugh when 
I did hear it. The Kemble cap, forsooth ! thus it 
is that great originators too often lose the fame of 

their inventions, and that the glory of a new idea 
passes by the head that conceived it, to encircle, 
as with a halo, that of some mere imitator ; thus 
it is that this very big world comes to be called 
America, and not Columbia, as it ouyht to; thus 
it is — &c. &c. &c. He sat for some time. Saw 

poor Mrs. . * * * 

# # * * * 

# # * * * 

She is better, poor thing ; I like her amazingly. 


'Tuesday^ ^th. 

After breakfast practised for two hours. 

c^led and stayed some time. Came up to my 
own room ; wrote journal : while doing so a note 
containing two cards, and an invitation* to “ tea,” 
from the Miss ^*8 was brought to me. Pre- 

sently I was called down to receive our kinsman, 
who sat some time with me, whom I like most 
especially, who is a gentleman, and a very nice 
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person. Came up and rcsunied iny journal : was 

again stuuinoncd <lown to see young Mr. — 

* » * ♦ * 

% ♦ # % * 

When he w;is gone, iinislted journal, wrote to 

, to mv mother, read a canto in Dante, 

and began to write a novel. Diiu-d at five. After 
dinner, put out things for tliis evening, playe<l on 
the piano, mended haliit shirt, dressed myself', and 
at a <jnarter to ten went to the theatre for iny 
fatlier. 1 had on the sanu* tlress 1 wore at Devon- 
shin* Houm*, the night of the last ball I Wiis at 
in England, and looked at myself in amazement, 
to think of all the strangenesses that have l>efuilen 
since then. We proceeded to Miss — ■ - *s, and 
this tea party turiuKl out to be a very crowded 
dance, in small rooms upon cnr[>ets, and with a 
roasting fire. Was intrcahieed to all the worlti 

and his wife. Dr. claimed acejuaintance with 

us, and danced w'ith me: I like hi.s manners very 
much. I have beheld Miss , and should 

doubtless now depart in peace * * 

# * * * • 

* # * * ♦ 


Lord ! Lord ! what fools men and women do 
make themselves. Was introduced to one Mr. ■> 
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Mr. * s partner, whom I received graciously 

for the sake of the good days on board the Pacific. 
Came away at a little after twelve. I never felt any 
thing like the heat of the rooms, or heard any thing 
so strange as the questions the people ask one, or 
saw any thing more lovely than the foil mooidight 
on the marble buildings of Philadelphia. 


Wednesday^ 5th. 

After breakfast, practised ; Mr. and Mrs. — — - 

called, also Dr. . Went and saw poor 

— for a little time ; she interests me most 
extremely — I like her very, veiy much. Came 
up to my own room; read a canto of Dante. 
Was called down to see folk, and foiuid the draw* 
ing-room literally thronged. The 6rst fece I 
made out was Mr.— — ’s, for whom I have taken an 
eq>ecial love; two ladies, a whole load of men, 

and Mr. — , who had brought me a curious 

piece of machinery, in the shape of a musical box, 
to look at. It contained a little bird, no larger 
than a hu^e fly, with golden and purple wings, 
M)d a tiny white beak. On the box being wound 
up, this little creature flew out, and perching it- 
self on the brink of a gold basin, began fluttering 
Its wings, opening its beak, and uttering sundiy 
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very melodious warblings, in the midst of 
which, it sank suddenly down, and disappeared, 
the lid closed, and there was an end. What a 
pity 'tis that we ran only realise fair^'-land through ■ 
the means of machinery. One reason why tliero 
is no such thing left as the believing faculty among 
men, is because they have themselves learnt to 
make magic, and perform miracles. When the 
coast w'as once more clear, 1 rt‘turne<l to my room, 
got out things for the theatre, dined 

with D ; my father dinetl at the public taUe. 

After dinner, came up stairs, n^ad Grahame, 
wrote joiirna), began my novel under another 
shape. I can*t wTite prose; (cpiery, can I any 
thing else?) I don’t know how, but my sentences 
are the comicallest things in the world ; the eiwl 
foi^ets the beginning, and the whole is a perfect 
labyrinth of i)arenthe«is within parenthesis. Per- 
haps, hy the hy, without other view, it would 
be just as well if 1 exercised m3r8elf a little m 
writing my own language, as the grammar halh 
it, “ with elegance and propriety.” At half«past 
five, went to tlic theatre. The play was Romeo 
and Juliet ; the house not good. Mr. — — played 
Romeo. • • . # 

# • • « 4 


VOIm II. 
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&st;. practised for two hours: while doing so, was 
interrupted by Mr.——, who came to bid us 
good-by. He was going on to New York, and 

thence to England. * * # ’ 

w * * # « 

* * « * * 

He sat some time. When he was gone, and I 
had finished my practising, came up to my own 
room. Was summoned thence to see my kinsman, 
who sat some time with me, and whom 1 like 
of all things. He makes it out (for he seems a 
great meddler in these matters) that we are ori- 
ginally Italian people, pirates by name, Campo 
Bello ; the same family as the Scottish Campbells ; 
the same family as the Norman Beauchamps: 
how I only wish it were true ! I have, and 
always have had the greatest love and veneration 
for old blood; I would rather by far have some 
barbarous Saxon giant to my ancestor, than all 
the wealth of the earth to my dower. I parted 
fiom my friend with much regret; he has won 
my heart fairly. When he was gone, came up to 
my own room. The day was brilliant and un- 
clouded; and as I looked into the serene blue sky, 

my spirit longed for wings. ♦ * 

« • * * • 

• * * * • 
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Dr. called this morning, and interested me 

by a long account of Webster; in the course of 
which, however, he gave me, if possible, a stronger 
distaste than I had before, to the form of govern- 
ment in this country, from various results which 
he enumerated as inevitably belonging to it. Read 
a canto in Dante: it consoles me to read my 

Italian, and forget for a time all that is. * 
***** 

« « » * * 

I sat watching the glorious sunset as it came 
redly streaming into my room, touching every 
tiling with glory, and shining through my hair 
upon my book. It suggested to me a picture; 

and I wrote one for Mrs. ^ who had been 

consulting me about a costume in which to sit for 
her portrait. Dined at five : my father dined 
out. After dinner, sat writing journal till ten, 
when he returned. The moon was shining soft 
and full, and he asked me if 1 would take a walk. 
I bonneted and booted, and we sallied |forth to 
the Schuylkill. The moon withdrew herself be- 
hind a veil of thin white clouds, but left a grey 
clear light over the earth, and through the sky. 
We reached the Fair Mount bridge at about 
eleven. The turnpike was fast, and every body 
asleep, so we climbed over the gate, and very 

c 3 
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deliberately pursued our way through the strange 
dark-looking covered bridge, where the glimmer- 
ing lamps, at distant intervals, threw the crossing 
beams and rafters into momentary brightness, 
that had a strange effect contrasted with the sur- 
rounding gloom.* We reached the other side, 
and turning off from the road, began climbing the 
hill opposite the breakwater. The road was 
muddy in tlie valley with the heavy rains; and 
unwilling to wade tlirough the dirt, we clambered 
along a paling for sevei'a! yards, and so escaped 
the mire. My fatlier steered for the grassy knoll 
just opposite Fair Mount ; and there, screened by 
a thicket of young cedar bushes, with the river 
breaking over the broad dam far below us, and 
the shadowy banks on die other side melting away 
in the soft grey light, we sat down on a ti’ee trunk. 
Here we remained for upwards of a quarter 
of an hour without uttering a syllable; indeed, 
we had not spoken diree words since we set out. 
My father was thinking, I presume, of some- 

thing; I, of the day of judgment — when these 

* The bridges here arc all made of wood, and for the 
most part covered. Those which are so are by no means 
unpicturesque objects. The one-arched bridge at Fair Mount 
is particularly light and graceful in its appearance : at a little 
distance, it looks like a scarf, rounded by the wind, flung 
over the river. * 
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thick forests, and wide strong waters, like a shri- 
velled scroll, are to burn to ashes before the 
coming of God’s justice. We were disturbed by 
a large white spaniel dog, who, coming down from 
among the cedar bushes, reminded me of the old 
witch stories, and Faust. We arose to depart, 
and took our way towards the Market Street 
bridge, along the banks of the river. The broken 
notes of a bugle horn came at intervals across the 
sleeping waters from the opposite shore, where 
shone reflected the few lingering lights from the 
houses that had not yet shut up for the night. The 
moon, faintly struggling through the clouds, now 
touched the dark pyramids of the cedar trees that 
rose up into the grey sky, and threw our shadows 
on the lonely path we were pursuing, now cast a 
pale gleam through the rapid clouds that chased 
one another like dreams across the sky. The 
air was soft and balmy as the night air of mid 
August. The world was still ; and, except our 
footfalls, as we trudged alongj no sound disturbed 
the universal repose. We did not reach home 
till half-past twelve. As we walked down Market 
Street, through the long ranges of casks, the only 
creatures stirring, except some melancholy night- 
loving cat, my father said very calmly, “ How I 
do wish I had a gimlet.” — “ What for ?” — “ What 

c 4 
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full it would be to pierce every one of these bar- 
rels.” For a gentleman of his years, this appeared 
to me rather a juvenile prompting of Satan ; and 
as I laughingly expostulated on the wickedness 
of such a proceeding, he replied with much inno- 
cence, “ I don^t think they*d ever suspect me of 
having done it;” and truly I don’t thing they 
would. Came home, and to bed. That was a 
curious fancy of my father’s. 


A PICTURE. 

Through the half openM casement stream’d the light 
Of the departing sun. The golden haze 
Of the red western sky fell warm and bright 
Into that chamber large and lone : the blaze 
Touch’d slantingly curtain and couch, and threw 
A glory over many an antique gem. 

Won from the entombed cities that once grew 
At the volcano’s foot. Mingled with them 
Stood crystal bowls, through which the broken ray 
Fell like a shower of precious stones, and lay 
Reflected upon marble ; these were crown’d 
With blushing flowers, fresh and glittering yet 
With diamond rain drops. On the crimson ground 
A shining volume, clasp’d with gold and jet. 

And broken petals of a passion flow’r 
bay by the lady of this silent bow’r. 

Her rippling hair fell from her pearly round 
That strove to clasp its billowy curls : the light 
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Hung like a glory on their waves of gold^ 

Her velvet robe, in many a violet fold, 

Like the dark pansy’s downy leaf, was bound 
With a gold zone, and clasp’d with jewels bright. 

That glow’d and glanced as with a magic flainc 
Whene’er her measured breathing stirr’d her frame. 
Upon her breast and shoulders lay a veil 
Of curious needle-work, as pure and pale 
As a fine web of ivory, wrought with care. 

Through which her snowy skin show’d smooth and iak^ 
Upon the hand that propp’d her drooping head, 

A precious emerald, like a fairy well. 

Gleam’d with dark solemn lustre ; a rich thread 
Of rare round pearls — such as old legends tell 
Th’ Egyptian queen pledged to her Roman lord, 

When in her cup a kingdom’s price she pour’d, — 
Circled each soft white arm. A painter well 
Might have been glad to look upon her face. 

For it was full of beauty, truth, and grace ; 

And from her lustrous eyes her spirit shone 
Serene, and strong, and still, as from a throne. 


Friday^ 7t/u 

A break. Pound — - in the breakfast room* 
The morning was very unpropitious; but I settled 
to ride at one, if it was tolerably fine then. He 
remained pottering a long time: when he was 
gone, practised, habited, went in, for a few minutes, 
to Mrsi. >^' * * " *. At one the horses came ; but mine 

c 5 



34 


JO CRN At/. 


was brought without a stirrup, so wc had to wait, 
Lord knows how long, till the blundering groom 
had ridden back for it. At lengdi we mounted. 
“ Handsome is that handsome does,” is verity ; 
and, therefore, pretty as was my steed, I wished 
its good looks and itself at the devil, before I was 
half way down Chestnut Street. It pranced, and 
danced, and backed mo once right upon the 
pavement. We took the Laurel Hill road. The 
day was the perfection of gloom — the road six 
inches deep in heavy mud. We walked the 
whole way out : my father • got the cramp, and 
lost his temper. At Laurel Hill we dismounted, 
and walked down to the river side. How melan- 
choly it all looked : the turbid rhubarby water, 
the skeleton woods, the grey sky, and far winding 
away of the dark rocky shores ; yet it was fine 
even in this gloom, and wonderfully still. The 
clouds did not move, — the water had not the 
faintest ripple, — tlie trees did not stir a branch ; 
the most perfect and profound trance seemed to 

have fallen upon every thing. and I 

scrambled down the rocks towards the water, 
expatiating on the capabilities of this plac^ which 
was once a country-seat, and with very little ex- 
pense might be made a very enchanting as well 
as a very comfortable residence; always except- 
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ing, of course, the chance of fever and ague 
during the summer months, when the whole of 
the banks of the Schuylkill, high and rocky as 
they are, are considered so unhealthy, that the 
inhabitants are obliged to leave their houses until 
the winter season, when the country naturally 
loses half its attractions. At half-past three, we 
mounted, and, crossing the river, returned home 
by a much better road. My horse, however, was 
decidedly a brute, — pulled my arms to pieces, 
cantered with the wrong leg foremost, trotted in 
a sort of scuttling fashion, that rendered it utterly 
impossible to rise in the stirrups, and, instead of 
walking, jogged the breath out of my body. I 
was fairly done up when we reached home. 

Dressed, and dined ; dined with us. After 

dinner, went and sat with Mrs. . So it 

seems Carolina is in a state of convulsion. Re- 
ports have arrived that the Nullifiers and Union- 
ists have had a dght in Cliarleston, and that lives 
have been lost. “ Bide a wee,” as the Scotchman 
says; we talk a good deal on the other side the 
water of matters that are far enough off ; but as 
for America, the problem is not yet solved — and 
this very crisis (a more important one than has 
yet occurred in the political existence of this 
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country) is threatening- to slacken the bonds of 
brotherhood between the states, and shake the 
Union to its centre. The interests of the north- 
ern states arc totally different from, and in some 
respects opposite to, those of tlie southern 

ones. * # * « 

# # * # # 

# * * # * 

The tariff question is the point in debate; and 
the Carolinians have, it seems, tlireatened to 
secede from the Union in consequence of the 
policy pursued with regard to that. I was horri- 
fied at Dr. — — ’s account of the state of the 
negroes in the south. To teach a slave to read 
or write is to incur a penalty either of fine or 
imprisonment. They form the larger proportion 
of the popvdation, by far; and so great is the 
dread of insurrection on the part of the white 
inhabitants, that they are kept in the most btrutish 
ignorance, and too often treated with the most 
brutal barbarity, in order to insure their subjec- 
tion. Oh ! what a breaking asunder of old 
manacles there will be, some of th^ fine days ; 
what a fearful rising of the black flood ; what a 
sweeping away, as by a torrent^ of oppressions 
and tyrannies ; what a fierce and horrible retalia- 
tion and revenge for wrong so long endured — so 
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wickedly inflicted. When I caine in to tea, at 

half'past eight, found Dr. — — there. * 

* * # * « 

When he was gone, sang a song or two like a 
crow in the quinsy. * # * 

* « # * * 

Wednesday^ 1 2th. 

After breakfast, went to rehearsal; after re- 
hearsal, went to ^’s. It poured with rain. 

Came home ; put out things for the theatre ; 
practised for an hour ; finished letter to — ; 
wrote journal ; dined at three. After dinner, 

went and sat with Mrs. . Sang to her all 

my old Scotch ballads ; read the first act of the 
Hunchback to her. At half-past five, went to 
the theatre. Play, King John; house good: I 
played horribly. My voice, too, was tired with 
my exertions, and cracked most awfully in the 

midst of ‘‘ thunder,” which was rather bad. 

# * * * # 

* * • « * 

I had finished early, and came home in my dress 

in order to show it to Mrs. — — . She was just 
gone to hed, but admitted me. * * 
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Sat' talking to her until my father came home. 
So ** Old Hickory ” means to lick the refractory 
southerns : why they are coming to a civil war ! 
However, the grumblers haven’t the means of 
fighting without emancipating and arming their 
slaves. That they will not and dare not do ; the 
consequence will be, I suppose, thgit they will 
swallow the affront, and submit. 


Thursday, 1 ^th. 

While dressing, had the pleasure of witnessing 
from my window a satisfactory sample of the 
innate benevolence, gentleness, and humanity of 
our nature : a child of about five years old, 
dragging a cat by a string tied to its throat round 
and round a yard, till the poor beast ceased to 
use its paws, and suffered itself to be trailed along 
the ground, after which the little fiend set his feet 
upon it, and stamped and kicked it most brutally. 
The blood came into my face; and, though 
almost too far for hearing, I threw up the sash, 
and at the top of my voice apostrophised the little 
wretch with Hollo there ! wicked, naughty 
boy !” He seemed much puzzled to discover 
whence this appeal proceeded, but not at all at 
a loss to apply it; for, after looking about with a 
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very conscience-stricken visage, lie rushed into 
the house, dragging his victim with him. I came 
down, fairly sick, to breakfast. After despatching 
it, I put on iny bonnet and walked round to the 
house where this scene had taken place. I en- 
quired for the child, describiiig his appearance, 
and he was presently brought to me; when I sat 
down at the foot of the stairs in the hall, an 
spent some time in expatiating on the enormity of 
such proceedings to the little ruffian, who, it 
seems, has frequently been corrected for similar 
ferocities before. I fe.'ir my preachment will not 
avail much. Came home, put room to rights, 
practised for an hour; got ready, and dawdled 

about most dreadfully, waiting for D •, who 

had gone out with my father. At half-past twelve, 
set off with her to the riding school. It was full 
of women in long calico skirts, and gay bonnets 
with flaunting feathers, riding like w'retches; 
some cantering, some trotting, some walking — 
crossing one another, passing one another in a 
way that would have filled the soul of Fossard 
with grief and amazement. 1 put on a skirt and 
my riding-cap, and mounted a rough, rugged, 
besweated white-brown beast, that looked like an 
old trunk more than any thing else, its coat stand- 
ing literally on end, like “ quills upon the fretful 
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porcupine,’’ with heat and ill condition. ’T is 
vain attempting to ride like a Christian on these 
heathen horses, which are neither broken, bitted, 
nor bridled properly; and poor dumb creturs 
have no more idea of what a horse ought to be, 
or how a horse ought to behave, than so many 
cows. My hair, presently, with the damp and 
the shaking, became perfectly straight. As I 
raised my head, after putting it up under my cap, 

I beheld earnestly discoursing to D . 

I asked for Tuesday’s charger ; and the school 
having by degrees got empty, I managed to be- 
come a little better acquainted with its ways and 
means. ’T is a pretty little creature, but ’tis not 
half broken, is horribly ill ridden, and will never 
be good for any thing — what a pity ! At two 

o’clock I dismounted: walked home with 

us. Went in to see Mrs. : she seemed a 

good deal better, I thought ; sat some time with 
her. Mr. — — — has sent me back my boolt of 
manuscript music : played and sang half through 
it. Came to my room; tried on dresses for Lady 
Macbeth, and the Wonder, mid dressed for din- 
ner. My &ther dined out. After dinner, went 

in to see Mrs. Sat some time with her 

mother, her chicks, and her young doctor of a 
cousin, who is quite a civilised mortaK Poor 
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Mrs. was too ill to see me. Came to the 

drawing-room, wrote journal, played and sang till 
tea-time. After tea, read the history of Knicker- 
bocker, whereat I was like to have died, through 
the greate merrimente its rare and excellente 
pleasantries did cause in me, insomuche that I 
lay on the sofa screaming, very much like one 
lunaticke. 


Friday t lAtth. 

After breakfast, put out things for the theatre. 
Practised for an hour ; read and marked the 
Comedy of Errors, which is really great fun ; 
perhaps not funnier than Amphytrion, but the 
subject is more agreeable a good deal. Read a 
canto in Dante ; got ready for the riding school ; 

found and Mr. in die drawing-room. 

As we were going out, the gendemen did not 

remain long. When they were gone, D and 

I set off for the riding school. We were hardly 
there before — made his appearance : I won- 

der what he’ll do for an interest^ by the by» 

when we are gone. # # * 

# * * # * 

• ****, 

The school was quite empty, so we had it aU to 
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ourselves. D mounted up upon a detestable 

shambling brute, that wouldn’t go no how. I 
had a fancy for making my little fiery charger leap 

over the bar, and made Mr. put it down for 

me. The beast had no idea of such saltatory 
proceedings, and jerked himself over it tliree 
times most abominably. The fourth time I 
pushed him at it, he jumped, and I jumped too, 
out of the saddle on to my feet, having lighted 
down very comfortably at the horse’s head with 
the reins in my hand, neither hurt nor frightened. 
This is the first time a horse ever had me off. I 
got on again, but declined leaping any more. At 
a quarter to three we returned home. — — 
walked witli us. At the corner of Sansom Street, 

met young . Heaven bless from a 

challenge ! Came home ; dined : after dinner, 
went in and sat with Mrs. — — till coffee time. 
Showed her my dresses, and read Iier a scene or 
two of the Hunchback. Went to the theatre at 
half-past five. Play, the Hunchback — the house 
was literally crammed. I played very well, ex- 
cept being out in my town scene — an unwonted 
occurrence widi me. After the play, came home, 
supped, and read the Wonder, which I thought 
wondrous dull. 
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Saturday i \&th. 

If I were to write a history of Philadelphia, ac- 
cording to the profound spirit of investigation for 
which modern tourists are remarkable, I should say 
that it was apeculiarity belonging to its climate, that 
Saturday is invariably a wet day. At twelve, went 
to rehearsal, after putting out things for the theatre. 

Had a long talk with Mr. about Pasta, tlie 

divine, — the only reality that ever I beheld tliat 
was as fair, as grand, as glorious as an imaginary 
being. Shall I ever forget that woman in Medea ? 
1 am thankful I have seen her. After rehearsal, 
called at Mr. — — ’s. Saw and carried off* his 
head of me in Juliet. Certainly the resemblance 
between myself and Mrs. Siddons must be very 
strong; for this painting might almost have been 
taken for a copy of Harlowc’s sketch of my aunt in 
Lady Macbeth : ’t is very strange and unaccount- 
able. Came home ; wrote joui’nal : went and sat 

with Mrs. till dinner-time. After dinner, 

went and sat with her again till coffee-time. Was 

introduced to Dr. , whom I liked very much. 

# * * # # 

» * * * * 

Showed her my dress and my bracelets. Had 
a long discussion about the precedence of one lady 
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before another among the nobility of European 
courts, whereat her republican pride seemed 
highly offended. If Clay did^ as Dr. ■ ■ de- 
scribes, pass before titled men, at a dinner in 
England, with his hands in his breeches’ pockets, 
it only follows thence, that he was really ill-bred, 
and would be thought vulgar if he did it unwit- 
tingly, and absurd if he did it intentionally. Went 
to the ibeatre at half-past five. The house was 
wonderful, considering the weather : the play was 
Fazio. I played pretty well : my dress was 
tplmdid. 


Sunday y \6th. 

Had only time' to swallow a mouthful of break&st, 
and off to church; where I heard about as thorough 
a cock and bull sermon as ever 1 hope to be edi- 
fied widial. What shameful nonsense die man 
talked ! and all the time pretending to tell us 
what God had done, what he was doing, and what 
he intended to do next, as if he went up into 
heaven and saw what was going on there, every 
five minutes. Came home; sat with Mrs. — — 
for a long time : I am very fond of her. 
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Came to my own room, and studied Violante till 
dinner-time. How tiresome this pointless prose 
is to batter into one’s head. After dinner, went 

and sat with Mrs. till near tea-time, when I 

came to the drawing-room. Presently, Mr. — — 

and Mr. called, also Dr. — — . I went to 

my father’s room to apprise him of this invasion 
of the Goths, and found him very unwell, and la- 
bouring under a severe cold. He would not come 

down; so D and I had to entertain these 

interesting youtlis what fashion we best might. 
She gave them tea, and I gave them music, till 
half-past ten, when they departed. 


Monday f llth. 

It poured with rain like the very mischief : a 
sort of continual gushing down from the clouds, 
combining all the vehemence of a thunder shower, 
with all the pertinacity of one of our own November 
drizzles — delightful ! Went to rehearse Macbeth. 
Had a delightful palaver with Mr. — — — , who 
knows all the music that ever was writ, and all 
the singers that ever sang, and worships Pasta as 
I do. Came home ; put out tilings for the theatre : 
dined at three. After dinner, went and sat with 
Mrs. till coffee-time. At half-past five, went 
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to the theatre. In spite of the rain, the house 
was very full ; and in all my life I never saw so 
large an assembly of people so perfectly and 
breathlessly still as they were during several of our 
scenes. 1 played like a very clever girl as I am ; 
hut it was about as much like Lady Macbeth as 
the Great Mogul. My father laboured his part 
too much. 


Tuesday^ \%th. 

Received letters ; one from dear , and one 

from — Tliey did as. letters from England 
always do by me, — threw me into a perfect 

nervous fever. * ♦ * » 

* # 
m * * * * 

After breakfast, went to rehearse the Wonder. 
Called in on my way on Mr. ^ who is paint- 

ing a portrait of my father. Saw one or two 
lovely women’s pictures. I wish he would go to 
England: I think it would answer his purpose 
very well. At two, went to the riding school : 
rode till half-past three. The day was bitter cold, 
with a piercing wicked wind riding through the 

grey sky. P - - and I walked to pay sundry 

calls. Met — — , whom we had not seen for two 
or three days — a most unusual circumstance. 



JOURNAL. 


47 


He walked hdme with us. D— ■■ ■ and I dined 
tSte-d-tete. On returning home, I found a most 
lovely nosegay of real, delicious, fragrant flowers. 
Sweet crimson buds of the faint breathing month- 
ly rose ; bright, vivid dark green myrtle ; the 
honey Daphne Odora, with its clusters of piiikey- 
white blossoms ; and the delicate bells of the tall 
white jasmine, — all sweet, and living, and fresh, as 
at midsummer ; I was blissful ! After dinner, I 
went in to Mrs. . Came back to the draw- 
ing-room. , who had taken the hint about 

our being alone in the evening, came in. I 
began making him sing, and taught him the Lcf^f 
and the Fountain : his voice sounded like when 

we were nearer home. ♦ * ♦ 

# * * * * 

***** 

Presently Mr. — was announced. He was 

die author of the flowers. ^ * 

* * *- * * 

Wednesday^ \Qth.. 

After breakfast, called. * * 

***** 

***** 

Went to rehearsal, — afterwards, to the riding 
school. The school was quite empty, and I alone. 
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The boy brought me my horse, and I mounted by 
means of a chair. As I was cantering along, 
amusing myself with cogitations various, — — 
came in. He stayed the whole time I rode. I 
settled with him about riding to-morrow, and 
came home to dinner. After dinner, went in to see 
Mrs. — — : Dr. was there, who is a remark- 


ably nice man. She is a very delightful person, 
with a great deal of intellect and a wonderful 
quantity of fortitude and piety, and a total ab- 
sence of knowledge of the world, except through 


books. 


* * * 


* * m * 


Her children enchant me, and her care of 
them enchants me too. She is an excellent per- 
son, with a heart overflowing with the very best 
affections our nature is capable of, fulfilled, I 
think, to the uttermost. * * * 

* ' * * m * 


mm*** 

Stayed with her till time to go to the theatre. 
The house was very full ; the play was the Won- 
der — my first time of acting Violante. My dress 
was not finished till the very last moment, — and 
dien, oh, horror ! was so small that I could not get 
into it. It hmi to be pinned upon me ; and thus 
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bebundled, witlx the dread of cracking my bodice 
from top to bottom every time I moved, and the 
utter impossibility of drawing my breath, from the 
narrow dimensions into which it squeezed me, 1 
went on to play a new part. The consequence 
was, that 1 acted infamously, and for the first time 
in my life was horribly imperfect — out myself 
and putting every body else out. Between every 
scene my unlucky gown had to be pinned together ; 
and in the laughing scene, it took the hint from 
my admii'able performance, and facetiously grinned 
in an ecstasy of amusement till it was fairly open 
behind, displaying, I suppose, the lacing of my 
stays, like so many teeth, to the admiring gaze of 
the audience; for, as I was perfectly ignorant of 
tlie circumstance, with my usual easy nonclialanee^ 
I persisted in turning my back to the folk, in spite 
of all my fatlier’s pulls and pushes, which, as j 
did not comprehend, I did not by any means 

second either. was at the play, also Dr, , 

also Henry Clay, who was received with cheers 
and plaudits manifold. Came home in my dress, 
and went in to show it to Mrs. — — and her 
motlier, who were both in bed, but marvellotwly 
edified by my appearance. 


TOL. 1C. 
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Thursday^ 2(iih. 

The day was beautifully brilliant, clear, and 
cold — winter, but winter in ^dazzling array of sun- 
shine and crystal ; blue skies, with light feathery 
streaks of white clouds running through them ; 
dry, crisp, hard roads, with the delicate rime 
tipping all die ruts with sparkling jewellery ; and 
the watei’s fresh, and bright, and curling under 
the keen breath of the arrow-like wind. After 

breakfast, called. Walked out with him to 

get a cap and wliip for D . The latter he 

insisted on making lier a present of, and a very 
pretty one indeed it was, with a delicate ivory han- 
dle, and a charming persuading lash. Went in 

for a short time to Mrs. , wlio entertained 

herself with letting all my hair down about niy 
ears, and pulling it all inannev of ways. At 

twelve habited, and helped to equip dear D , 

who really looked exceedingly nice in her jockey 
habiliments. Went to the schoo^ wliere we found 

waiting for us. Moimted and set forth. 

We rode out to Laurel Hill. The road was not 
very good, but no mud; and the wai'm, glee- 
some sunlight foil mellowly over the lovely undu- 
lations of the land, with their patches of gre^ 
cedar trees, and threcKlbare cloak of leafless 
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wood% through which the little birds were ca- 
reering merrily, as the reviving sunshine came 
glowingly down upon the world, like a warm bless- 
ing. Passed that bright youth, Mr. — — , on the 
road, riding very like an ass on horseback. When 
we reached’ Laurel Hill, w:? disni ovinted, tied up 
the horses, slacked their girths, and walked first 
up to that interesting woodiui monument, where 
I inscribed my initials on our first ride thither. 

Afterwards, and I scrambled down the rocks 

to the river side, which D declined doing,’ 

* cause vy? — she’d have had to climb up again. 
The water was like a broad daxzling river of light 
and had a beautiful effect, winding away in bright- 
ness that the eye could scarce endure, between 
its banks, which, contrasted by the sunny stream, 
and blue transparent sky, appeared perfectly 
black. As I bent over a fine bluj^ (as they here call 
any mass of rock standing isolated), I espied below 
me a natural rocky arch, overhanging the river, 
all glittering wi^ pure long diamond icicles. 

TLliither - convoyed me, and broke off one of 

these wintry gems for me. It measured about 
two feet long, and was as thick at the root as my 
wrist. I never saw any thing so beautiful as these 
HMXKiant adornments of the silver-fingered ice god. 
ifoiled up to the house again, where, after brush- 

n 2 
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ing our habits, we reinounted our chargers, and 
came home. The river was most beautiful to- 
wards the bridge that they are building : the unfi- 
nished piers of which have a very pretty efiect^ 
almost resembling their very opposite, a ruin. 
The thin, pale vapour of the steam engine, 
employed in some of the works, rising from the 
blue water, and rolling its graceful waves far along 
the dark rocky shore, had a lovely, feiry-like look, 

which even drew forth the admiration of ^ 

who, from sundry expressions which have occa- 
sionally fallen from him, I suspect to be rather 
well endowed with ideality. Reached home at 
half-past four. My father dined out. It was 

past ^*8 dinner time ; so we invited him to stay 

and dine with us. After dinner, we fell somehow 
or another into a profound tlieological discussion ; 
— — suddenly proposing for my solution the 
mysterious doctrine of the inherent sin of our 
nature, and its accompanying doom, death, — 
inherited from one man’s sin, and one man’s 
punishment. I am not fond of discoursing upon 
these subjects. ’Tis long since 1 have arrived at 
the conviction that the less we suffer our thoughts 
to dwell upon what is vague and mysterious in 
our most mysterious fitith, and the more we confine 
our attention and our efforts to that part of it 
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wliich is practical and clear as the noon-day, the 
better it will be for our minds here, and our souls 
hereafter. Surely they are not wise who seek to 
penetrate the unfathoined counsels of God, whilst 
their own natures, moral, mental, nay, even 
physical, have depths beyond the sounding of 

their plummet line. spoke in perfect sincerity 

and simplicity of the difficulty he found in believ- 
ing that which was so hard a saying ; ” and as 
there was not the slightest particle of levity or 
ridicule in his manner, I spoke as earnestly as I 
felt and always feel upon this subject, — very 
strenuously advising him not to strain his compre- 
hension upon matters which baffle human endea- 
vour, which, after all our wanderings and weary 
exploring?, still lead us back to the wide boundless 
waste of uncertainty; concluding by exhorting 
him to read his Bible, say his prayers, and go to 
church if he could, — or, if he could not, at all 
events to be as good as he could. Wliile we were 

at tea, young and Dr. came in. They 

put me down to the piano, and 1 continued to sing 
until past eleven o’clock, when, somebody looking at 
a watch, there was a universal exclamation of sur- 
prise, the piano was shut down, the candles put 
out, the gentlemen vanished, and 1 came to bed. 


n 3 
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WINTER. 

I saw him on his throne, far in the north. 

Him ye call Winter, picturing him ever 
An aged man, whose frame, with palsied shiver. 

Bends o*er the fiery element, his foe. 

But him 1 saw was a young god, whose brow 
Was crowned with jagged icicles, and forth 
From his keen spirit-like eyes there shone a light. 
Broad, glaring, and intensely cold and bright. 

His breath, like sharp-edged arrows, pierced the air ; 
The naked earth crouched shuddering at his feet ; 

His finger on all murmuring waters sweet 
Lay icily, — motion nor sound was there ; 

Nature seemed frozen — dead; and still and slow 
A winding-sheet fell o’er her features fair, 

Flaky and white, from his wide wings of snow. 

I am sorry to find that I must skip Friday and 
Saturday, thereby omitting an account of an in- 
teresting ball at Mrs. ^’s, where the floors 

were duly chalked, the music very good# the 
women very lovely, and where 1 fell in again with 
my dear kinsman, whom I love devotedly, and 
whom I jumped half aci'oss a quadrille to greet 
with extended hands, which must greatly have 
edified the whole assembly. Likewise I must 
skip a most interesting account of a second po- 
lemical conversation with — — ; in the course of 
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which, to my great amazement, he managed to 
introduce a most vehement abuse of Dr. < , 

whose admiration of my singing appears to have 
troubled him fully as much as the doctrine of 
original sin, — together with many other things 
worthy of note, which shall now die in oblivion, 
and the times return unenlightened to their 
graves. 


Sunday, 23d. 

Was only dressed in time to swallow two mouth- 
fuls of bresikfkst, and get ready for church. 

came to know at what time we would ri<le, and 

walked with us to die church door. * 

* * * # # 

# # # * # 

After church, came home, — habited; went and 

sat with Mrs. till half-past one. Tlie vil- 

lanous servants did not think fit to announce the 
horses till they had been at the door full half an 
hour, so that when we started it was near two 

o’clock. D seemed quite at her ease upon 

her gangling charger, and 1 had gotten up upon 

Mr. ’s big horse to see what I could make of 

him. The day was beautifully bright and clear, 
with a warm blessed sunshine causing the wintry 
world to smile. We had proceeded more than 

D 4 
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half way to Laurel Hill without event) wheU) 
driving my heavy-shouldered brute at a bank, in- 
stead of lifting up his feet, he thought fit to 
stumble, fall, and fling me very comfortably off 
upon the mound. I sprang up neither hurt nor 
frightened, shook my habit, tightened my girths, 
and mounted again ; when we set off, much re- 
freshed by this little incident, which occasioned a 
world of mirth and many saucy speeches from my 
companions to me. At laurel Hill the master 
of the house came bowing forth witli the utmost 
courteousness to meet me, expressing his profound 
sense of the honour I did him in deigning to in- 
hale the air around his abode, and his unspeakable 
anguish at having been absent, when I had so far 
condescended before. He was a- foreigner, — 
French or Italian, or suck which accounts 

for his civility. Had the horses taken to the 

stable, and their girths slackened. D kept 

the heights, and — and I ran, slipped, slid, and 
scrambled down to the water’s edge. The river 
was frozen over, not, however, strongly enough to 
bear much, and every jutting rock was hung with 
pure glittering icicles that shone like jewels in the 
bright sunshine. Far down the river all was 
still and lonely, and bright, yet wintry-looking. 
The flow of the water and its plashing music were 
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still ; there was no breath of wind stirring the 
leafless boughs ; the sunlight came down» warm 
and dazzling upon the silent sparkling world, all 
clad in its shimmering ice robe : the air was trans- 
parent and clear, and the whole scene was per- 
fectly lovely. Turning to re-ascend tlie rocks, I 

called aloud to D , and the distinctest, loudest 

echo answeretl me. So perfect was the reflection 
of the sound, that at first I thought some one was 
mocking me. I ran up a scale as loud, and high, 
and rapid as 1 could ; and from among the sunny 
fields, a voice repeated the threaded notes as 
clearly, as rapidly, only more softly, with a dis- 
tinctness that was startling. I never heard an 
echo that repeated so much of what was sung or 
said. I stood in perfect enchantment exercising 
my voice, and provoking the hidden voice of tlie 
air, who answered me with a far off tone, that 
seemed as though the mocking spirit fled along 
the hill tops, repeating my notes with a sweet 
gleeful tone that filled me with delight. Oh, 
what must savages think an echo is ? How many, 
many lovely and wild imaginations are suggested 
by that which natural philosophers analyse into 
mere conformations of earth and undulations of 

sur. At length we joined D , and walked to 

the house, where presently appeared the master 

D 5 
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of' the mansion, with cakes, wine, cordial, pre-* 
serves, or, as Comus hath it, ** a table covered 
with all manner of dcliciousness.” I was at first 
a little puzzled by the epithet cordial applied to 
three goodly-looking decanters full of rosy and 

golden liquor, and which informed me is the 

invariable refreshment presented to visiters of both 
sexes who ride or drive up to Laurel Hill. To 
satisfy my curiosity, I put my lips to some of it, 
which proved to be no otlier than liqueur, an 
indifferent sort of noyeau — tliat which soberest 
folks in Kngland take but a thiinble>full of after 
dinner, by way of chasse cafe, and drunkenest 
folk would be ashamed to touch in the morning. 
It seems that it is otherwise here; and, indeed, 
generally speaking, Americans swallow much more 
of all sorts of spirituous nauseousness than we do 
in our country. The men take brandy, in a way 
that would astound people of any respectability in 
^England, and in this, as well as many other ways, 
contribute to assist the enervating effects of their 
climate.* Our host waited himself most atten* 

* The time of locking of doors at gsntiemen’s dinner 
partaes, and drinking till the company drqjq^ one by one 
under the table, has, with the etpudly dif^nsting habit of 

spitting about the floors, long vanished in England before n 
more rational hospitality, and a better undemtanding of the 
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lively upon us, and refused all species of I'emu- 
neration save thanks, which, indeed, he said he 


very first rule of good breeding, not to do that wliich is to 
oifbnJ others. Spirituous Ucpiors arc the liishioii alone 
among the numerous frequenters of the gin palaces of 
Holborn, and St. Giles’s ; even the old-fashioned favourites 
of our country gentlemen, port, madeira, and sherry, are 
found too heavy and strongly favoured for the palate of our 
modern exquisites, — and the fragrant and delicate wines of 
Burgundy, Jiordeaux, the Rhine, anil its tributary streams, 
are the wines now prefi'rrcd before all others, by persons of 
refined taste and moderate indulgence. This in itself is a 
great improvement. The gross desire of excitement by a 
quantity of powerful stimulants has given place to a tem- 
perate enjoyment of things, in themselves certsdnly the most 
excellent in the world. Wine drinking in England is 
become altogether a species of dUlcllante tastt^, instead of 
the disgusting excess it used to be ; it is indulged in with 
extreme moderation, — and so much have all coarse and 
thick-blooded drinks gone out of fashion, that even liqueurs 
are very seldom taken after coffee but by foreigners. Our 
gentlemen have learnt to consider hard and gross drinking 
ungentlemanly. 1 wish I could say the same of American 
gentlemen. The quantit 3 *and the quality of their potations are 
as destructive of every thing like refinement of palate, as 
detrimental to their health. Americans are, generally speak- 
ing, the very worst judges of wine in the world, always 
excepting madeira, which they have in great perfection, and 
is the only wine of which they are tolerable judges. One 
reason of their ignotance upon this subject is the extremely 
indifferent quality of the foreign udnes imported here, and 
atill more powerful reason, is the total loss of all niceness 
of taste consequent upon their ccmtinual swallowing of 

D 6 
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owed me for so &r honouring him as to stuff his 
cakes and drink his wine. We mounted againy 


mint juh^s, gin slings, brandy cocktails, and a thousand 
Strong messes which they take even before hreakfist^ and 
indiitcrently at all hours of the day, — a practice as gross in 
taste, as injurious to health. Burgundy I have never seen 
at an American table : I believe it will not stand the sea- 
voyage. Claret they have now in very great perfection, 

thanks to Mr. , who has introduced it among them, 

and deserves to be considered a public benefactor therefore. 
Hock is, generally speaking, utterly undrinkable, and cham- 
pagne (the only foreign wine of which they seem generally 
fond), though some of a good quality is occasionally pre- 
sented to you, is for the most' part a very nauseous com- 
pound, in which sugar is the only perceptible flavour. Al- 
though the American gentlemen do not indeed lock the doors 
upon their guests, they have two habits equally fatal to their 
sobriety, of which 1 have heard several Englishmen com- 
plain bitterly. The one is mixing their wines in a most 
unorthodox manner, equally distressing to the palate and the 
stomach ; i. c, giving you to drink by turns, after dinner, 
claret, madeira, sherry, hock, champagne, all and each of 
which you are pressed to take as specimens of excellence in 
their various ways, forming altogether a vinous hotch-potch, 
which confounds alike the taste and the brain. The second 
ordeal, to which the sobriety of Englishmen dining out here 
is exposed, is at the close of all these various libations, — 
which of course last some time, — an instantaneous removal 
from the dinner to the supper table, where strong wMiky punch 
effectually finishes the wits of their guests^ and sends them 
home to repent for two days the excess of a few hours. 
Perhaps, when the real meaning of the word society becomes 
/better understood in this country, absurd display and dia- 
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being refreshed, and taking leave of this pearl of 
innkeepers, continued our ride long the banks of 


gusting intemperance will no more be resorted to as its 
necessary accompaniments ; but of course the real material 
of which society should be formed must increase a little 
first. I have been told that the women in this country 
drink. I never saw but one circumstance which would lead 
me to believe the assertion. At the baths in New York, one 
day, I saw the girl who was waiting upon the rooms carry 
mint juln[)s (a preparation of mint, sugar, and brandy,) into 
three of them. I was much surprised, and asked her if this 
was a fiiece of service she often perfonned for the ladies 
who visited the baths ? She saiil, “ Yes, pretty often.” 
Bar-rooms are annexed to every s[)ecics of public building,— 
in the theatres, in the hotels, in the bath-houses, on board 
the steam-boats, — and there are even temporary buildings 
which serve this purpose erected at certain ilistances along 
the rail-roads. Though the gentlemen drink more than any 
other gentlemen^ the lower orders here are more temperate 
than with us. The appearance of a drunken man in the 
streets is comparatively rare here; and certainly Sunday is 
not, as with us, the appointed day for this disgusting vice 
among the lower classes here. Fortunately^, most fortu- 
nately, it is not with them as with us, the only day on which 
the poor have rest, or drunkenness the only substitute they 
can find for every other necessary or comfort of life. Our 
poor are indeed intemperate. Alas ! that vice of theirs will 
surely be visited on others ; for it is the offspring of their 
misery. The effects of habitual intemperance in this country 
are lamentably visible in many young men of respectable 
stations and easy circumstances; and it is by no means 
uncommon to hear of young gentlemen — persons who rank 
as such here — destroying their health, their faculties, and 
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the Schuylkill, until we came to Manayunk, a ma> 
nufacturing place, where they create cottons, and 
which has the additional advantage of being most 
lovelily situated upon the banks of the river, 
backed by rocky heights, where the cedar bushes, 
with their rich dark tufts and the fine bold masses 
of grey granite, together with a hundred little 
water-courses now hanging from every ridge they 
used to flow over in brilliant ice pendants, had a 
most beautiful eflect. It was getting late, how- 
ever, and we pushed on to the bridge ; but, lo ! 
when we reached it, it was under repair and im- 
passable. What was to be done? the sun had 
withdrawn his warm rays from the heavens, — the 
lower earth was shadowy and dark, — a rich orange 
light hung over the brow of the ridge of hills on 
the opposite side of the river, whose current, 
rapid and strong, flowed darkly between beautiful 
slabs of granite which lay in its path, and round 
which the water hurried angrily. What was to be 
done ? To turn back was disheartening, — to go 
on for the chance of a bridge was also to run the 
chance of being utterly benighted in paths we 
knew nothing of, and on horses which were any 


^aitually thdr lives, at a most untimely age, by this de* 
basing habit. 
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thing but safe. However, my evident inclination 
to tlie latter course prevailed with niy companions. 
We crossed a narrow bridge, and pursued a sort of 
tow-path between tlie canal and the river. The 
glimmering daylight was fading fast from the sky, 
and the opposite shores of the river were losing 
their distinctness of outline^ when, from between 
two beautiful bold masses of rock which overhung 
its entrance, the wooden bridge appeared. I 
shoidd like to have lingered in this spot till night- 
fall, but this was by no means the bargain either 
widi my fellow-travellers or my horse. So on we 
went over the bridge, and, turning to tlie left, pur- 
sued the river’s side, — now close down to its 
gushing, fretful waters, hurrying from between the 
rocky impediments of their path, — now high 
above its course, in the midst of woods growing to 
the very edge of the precipitous bank, with rocky 
ridges rising again above us, crowned with the 
black-looking tufts of the cedar, jagged with 
icicles, and from which descended, at every ten 
yards, a trickling rill, which, smoothed over by the 
glassy ice, rendered our horses’ footing, particu- 
larly in the twilight, very insecure. We wexe 
in for it ; and when that is the case, ’t is vain 
making lamentations or piteous retrospections: 
1 therefore pushed on with as much care as I 
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could, of Mr. — — ’s tumble-down charger, whose 

headlong motion kept me in agonies, leaving 

to take care of dear D— — whose bones I feared 
would ache for this adventure most bitterly. The 
road was perfectly beautiful. Broad masses of 
shadowy clouds hung in the sky, and were reflected 
in the waters, together with the pale delicate grey 
of evening, and the last amber tinge of sunset. 
We did not reach Philadelphia till it was perfectly 
dark. To add to my consternation, too, when we 

asked to dine with us, he said tliat he had an 

engagement, for whicli I began to fear this ill- 
starred ride would have kept him too late. 

***** 

I came up to my own room, changed my clothes, 

and went in to see Mrs. . * * 

# * ^ * 

« # % # 

She was completely, overpowered with laudanum. 
Her head was declined upon a chair. * 

* * . ’ * * * 

***** 

She looked very lovely, with her beautiful head 
bowed, and her dark eyelashes lying on her wan 
cheeks. Her features were contracted with suf- 
fering. 1 sat watching her with much heartfelt 
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sadness and interest. J was summoned away^ 
however, to see some gentlemen who were in the 
drawing-room, whither 1 adjourned, and where I 

found Mr. and Dr. I was stupid 

and sleepy, and the gentlemen had the cliarity not 
to keep me up, or make me sing. 


Monday 2^thi Christmas~eve. 

After breakfast, put out clothes for to-night. 

When I came down, found in the drawing- 

rooiH with my father : paid him his bill, and pot- 
tered an immensity. Went to rehearsal, — after- 
wards paid all manner of cards with poor dear 

D , who puffed and panted through the streets 

in order not to freeze me, which, however, she did 

not escape. * * * * 

# * # * * 

* * # * # 

After dinner, went and sat with my poor invalid, 
whom, in spite of her republicanism, I am greatly 
inclined to like and admire. Remained with her 
till coffee-time. Went to the theatre : the play 
was the Merchant of Venice, — my favourite part, 
Portia. The house was very full : I played so- 
soish. * * * * 
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Tv£sdayi 25thi Christmas~day, 

I wish you a merry Christmas, poor child ! away 
from home and friends. Truly, the curse of the 
old Scriptures has come upon me ; my lovers and 
my acquaintance are far off from iue. After 
breakfast, practised for an hour; went and saw 
Mrs: ; drove out shopping ; saw walk- 

ing with my father. Came home and wrote 
journal ; went out with D ; bought a rock- 

ing-horse for Mrs. — — 's chicks, whose merry 
voices I shall miss most horribly by and# by. 
Dragged it in to them in the midst of their dinner. 
Dined at three. After dinner, went and sat with 
her till coffee-time. When I came into the draw- 
ing-room, found a beautiful work-box sent me by 

that very youthful admirer of mine, Mr. . 

I was a little annoyed at this, but still more so at 
my father’s desiring me to return it to him, which 
I know will be a terrible mortification to him. Went 
to the theatre : the house was crammed with nmn, 
and very noisy, — a Christmas audience. Play, 
Macbeth : I only played so-so. Oh, me I these 
marks in the stream of time, over which it breaks 
as over a dam, drawing our attention, which with- 
out them would even less often note its rapidj 
rapid current ! They do but become halting posts 
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for. our souls, round which gather the memories 
of days and hours escaped and gone from us for 
ever, f « * * # 


* ^ m 


it * 


* ^ 


^ # 


There is a species of liome religion, so to speak, which 
is kept alive by the gathering together of families at stated 
periods of joy and festivity, which has a far deeper moral 
than most people imagine, Tlie merry-making at Christinas, 
the watching out the old year, and in the new, the royalty 
of Twelfth-night, the keeping of birth-days, and anniver- 
saries of weddings, are things which, to the worldly-wise in 
thes *wisc times, may savour of childishness or superstition ; 
but they tend to promote and keep alive some of the 
sweetest charities, and kindliest sympathies of our poor 
nature. While we are yet children, these days are set in 
golden letters in the calendar, long looked forward to, — en- 
joyed with iininixed delight, — the peculiar seasons of new 
frocks, new books, new to3^s, drinking of healths, bestowing 
of blessings and wishes by kindred and parents, and being 
brought into the notice of our elders, and, as children used 
to think in the dark iigcs, therefore tlicir betters. To the 
older portion of the community, such times were times of 
many mingled emotions, all, all of a softening, if not of so 
exhilarating a nature. The cares, the toils of the world had 
jiecome their portion, — some little of its coldness, its self- 
ishness, and sad giiardedncss had crept upon them, — distance 
and various interests, and the weary works of life had engrossed 
their thoughts, and turned their hearts and their feet from t^e 
dear household paths, and the early fellowship of home; 
but at these seasons the world was in its turn pushed aside 
for a moment, — the old thresholds were crossed by those 
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Wednesday^ 9&th. 

After breakfast, put out things for theatre. 
When I came down to the drawing-room, I found 


who had ceased to dwell in the house of their birth, kin- 
dred and friends met again, as in the early days of childhood 
and youth, under the same roof-tree, — the nursery revel, 
and the school-day jubilee, was recalled to their thoughts 
hy the joyful voices and faces of a new generation, — the 
blessed and holy influences of home flowed back into their 
souls, at such a time, by a thousand channels, — the heart 
was warmed with the kind old love and fellowship, — face 
brightened to kindred face, and hand grasped the%and 
where the same blood was flowing, and all the evil deeds of 
time seemed for a while retrieved. These were holy and 
happy seasons. Oh, England! dear, dear England! this sweet, 
sacred worship, next to that of God the highest and purest, 
was long cherished in your soil, where the word home was 
surely more hallowed than any other save heaven. Far, far 
off be the day when a cold and narrow spirit shall quench 
in you these dear and good human yearnings, and make the 
consecrated earth around our door-stones as barren as the 
wide wilderness of life in strange lands. In this country 
I have been mournfully struck with the absriice of every 
thing like this bome-clit^ging. Here are comparatively no 
observances of tides, and' times. Christmas-day is no^ 
religious day, and hardly a holyday with them. New-yearis 
day is perhaps a little, but only a little, more so. For Twdfth- 
day, it is unknown ; and the household juiyatie festivals of 
birthdays are almost universally passed byifa&evered from the 
rest of the toilsome days devoted to the curse of labour. 
Indeed, the young American leaves so soon the shelter of 
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a middle-aged gentleman of very respectable ap- 
pearmice sitting with my father. He rose on my 
coming in, and, after bowing to me, continued 
his discourse to my father thus : — “Yes, sir, 
yes ; you will find as I tell you, sir, tlic winter is 
our profitable theatrical season, sir; so tliat if 
any thing should take you to England, you can 
return again at the beginning of next fall.” I 
modestly withdrew to another end of the room, 
supposing they were engaged upon business. But 
my curiosity was presently attracted by the con- 
tinu|ition of his discourse. “ And recollect, sir, 
and this lady, your daughter, too, if you please; 
that what I have said must not on any account 
be repeated out of this room. I am myself going 
immediately to England, and from thence dijrect 
to Jemsalem !” I stared. “ There, sir, is my 


his home, the world so early becomes to him a home, that 
the happy and powerful influences and associations of that 
word to him arc hardly known. Sent forth to cam his 
existence at the very opening time 6f mind and heart, like 
a young green-house plant just budding, that should be 
thrust out into the colder air, the blight of worldliness, of 
coldness, and of care, drive in the coming blossoms ; and if 
the tree lives, half its loveliness and half its ustfulneu are 
shorn firom it. These are some of the consequences of the 
universal doom of Americans, to labour for their bread: 
there are others and better ones. 
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resll name, : the card I sent up to you is not 

my real name. You see, sir, I am an Irishman, 
that is to say, in fact, I am really a Jew. I am 
one of those of the tribe of Ephraim who r fused to 
cross the Red Sea : we were not to be humbugged by 
that damned fellow^ Moses, — no, sir, we were not I ’* 
Here my heart jumped into niy throat, and my 
^es nearly out of my head with fright and amaze- 
ment. ** Well,” continued the poor madman, 
I suppose I may deliver this to the young lady 
herself;” giving me a small parcel, which I took 
from him as if I thought it would explode .and 
blow me up. ** And now, sir, farewell. Re- 
member, remember my words, — in three years, 
perhaps, but certainly in ten. He that will come, 
wiU^come, and it’s all up with the world, and the 
children of men !” This most awful announce- 
ment was accompanied with a snap of his fingers, 
and a demi-pirouette. He was then rushing out 
of the room, leaving his cloak behind him. My 
lather called him back to give it him. He bundled 
himself into it, exclaimed, “ God bless you both t 
God bless you both ! — remember, what I have 
said requires the profoundest secrecy, as you per- 
c^e,” and darted out of the room, leaving my 
lather and myself with eyes and mouth wide open, 
gaping in speechless astonishment. At last I 



JOURNAL. 


71 


bethought me of opening the little packet the 
madman had left me. It was a small box, oa 
the cover of which was written, To Miss Kemble» 
with the compliments of St. George. 1 then 1 * 0 - 
collected, that some time past I had received some 
verses, in which love and religion were very 
crazily blended, signed St. George. But, as I am 
abundantly furnished with epistles of this sort, I 
had flung them aside, merely concluding tlie 
writer to be gone a short way from his wits. The 
box contained a most beautiful and curious or- 
nament, something like a Scvigne, highly wrought 
in gold and enamel, and evidently very costly. 
I was more confounded than ever, and did not 
recover from my amazement and fright for a long 

time. 1 went in to Mrs. to tell her the 

• 

event. Thence we began talking about young 

^*8 box ; and, upon her advice, I again spoke 

to my father, and obtained his leave not to send 

it back ; so 1 indited him a thankful epistle. 

Practised for a short time, and then went to the 

riding-schooL It was quite empty ; I put on my 

cap and skirt, and was sitting, thinking of many 

things, in the little dressing-room, when I heard 

the school-door open, and Mr. walked straight 

up to me. * * * * . 
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Dr. — - called to-day. I was quite glad to see 
all the New York news, and 
a gentleman, a friend of his, 
me sick by very deliberately 
carpet. Mercy on me ! I 
have jumped oif my chair, 1 

Mr. , too, does this con- 

* * * 


him : he gave me 
brought with him 
who nearly made 
spitting upon the 
thought I should 
was so disgusted, 
stantly. * 


* 

* 


# 

* 


* 

* 


* 

* 


. * 
* 


After dinner, went and sat with Mrs. ; was 

called away to see Mr. , whom I thanked for 

his present. * * # * 

# # * * # 


* # # ^ * * 

Went to the theatre at half-past five. The house 
was very fair, considering die weather, which was 
very foul. Play, School for Scandal. They none 
of diem knew their parts, or remembered their- 
business — delightful people, indeed ! 1 played 

only so-so. — — — supped with us. He is a very 
gendemanly, nice person, and 1 am told he is 

extremely amiable. * * * 

* * * * # 

* , « # # # 

He told me sundry steam-boat stories that made 
my blood curdle ; such ^ a public brush, a public 
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comb) and a public tooth-brush. Also, of a gen- 
tleman who was using his own tooth-brush, — a 
man who was standing near him said, “ I ’ll 
trouble you for that article when you’ve done 
with it.” When he had done with it, the gentle- 
man presented it to him, and on receiving it 
again, immediately threw it into the river, to the 
infinite amazement of the borrower, who only 
exclaimed, “ Well, however, you’re a queer 
fello*w.” * 


'lliursdayt ^Ith. 

After breakfast, wont to rehearsal. Katharine 
and Petruchio. After rehearsal, went to the riding- 
school. It was quite empty, exce[)t of Mr. —■ — , 
and Mr. . * # * 


Came home ; found a letter to me from that 
strange madman. On opening- it, it proved a 
mere envelope, containing a visiting card with the 
name St. George upon it. After dinner, wrote 
journal ; went and sat with Mrs. *- — till coffee- 

* This happened on board a western steam-boat, 1 b^ to 
observe, if it happened at all. 
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tiipe. I have had a most dreadful side>ache all 
day. # * # * 

# * » m 

» * * # # 

At half-past five, went to the theatre. Play, Much 
Ado about Nothing ; farce, Katharine and Fe- 

truchio. , * * * * 

* * * * * 

* * * * * 

At the end I was so tired, and so overcome with 
the side-ache, that I lay down on tlie floor per- 
fectly done up. 


Friday^ ^Bth. 

After breakfast, called. Settled to ride, if 

possible, to-morrow. I would give the world for 
a good shaking. I ’m dying of the blue devils : 

I have no power to rouse myself. * 

***** 

***** 

When was gone, sat down to practise. Tried 

Mrs. Hemans’s Messenger Bird, but the words 
were too solemn, and too sad : I sobbed instead 
of singing, and was a little relieved. Went iri to 

see Mrs. . She seemed better; she was en 

toUette^ in a delicate white wrapper, with her fine 
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hair twisted up round her classical head. She is 
a beautiful person ; she is better — an amiable^ a 
sensible, and a pious one ; I am very deeply in- 
terested by her ; I like her extremely. At half- 
past one, went to the riding-school. I met there 

a daughter of old Lady 's, who introduced 

herself to mo, and askc<l leave to stay and sec me 
ride, which leave I gave her. The bay pony is, 
however, fairly ruined. A little wretch not twelve 
years old had just been riding it : it had fallen 
from all its paces, and went so lame that I gave 
up riding, and sat disconsolately enough in the 
little dressing-closet, looking through a window 
six inches square, at the blessed mild blue hea- 
vens, and longing for wings, till my soul was like 

to faint. * * * 

* * * * « 

* * « « * 

After dinner, wrote journal. Went in and sat 

with Mrs. . By the by, that worthy youth, 

Mr. , dined with us. I got rid of some of 

my vapours by sundry hearty laughs at him. I 

am sorry to leave Philadelphia on Mrs. ^*8 

account. I am growing to her. Oh, Lord ! how 
soon, how soon we do this ! — how we do cling 
to every thing in spite of the pitiless wrenches of 
time and chance ! Her dear babies are delight- 
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fill tome^ their laughing voices have power- to 
excite and make me happy, — and when they come 
dancing to meet me, my heart warms very fondly 

towards them. * * . # 

# # « # • 

* « * * * 

She amuses me much by her intense anxiety that 

I should be married. First, she wishes 

would propose to me | then she thinks Mr. ’s 

estates in Cuba would be highly acceptable ; in 
short, my single blessedness seems greatly to annoy 
her, and I believe she attributes every thing evil 
in life to that same. She seemed surprised, and 
a little shocked, when I said I would accept death 
most thankfully in preference to the happiest lot 
in life, — and so I would — I would. Yet death 

— . ’T is strange, that Messenger Bird threw 

more than a passing gloom over me. If the dead 
do indeed behold those whom they have loved, 
with loving eyes and fond remembrance, do not 
the sorrows, the weariness, the toiling, the de- 
spairing of those dear ones rise even into the 
abodes of peace, and wring the souls of those who 
thence look down upon the eartli, and see the 
wo and anguish suffered here ? Or, if they do 
not feel, — • if, freed from this mortal coil, they 
forget 'all they have suffered, all that we yet en- 
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dure, oh! then what fourfold trash is human love ! 
what vain and miserable straws are all the deep, 
the dear, the grasping alTections twined in our 
hearts’ fibres, — mingled with our blood ! How 
poor are all tilings, — how beggarly is life ! Oh I 
to think tliat while we yet are bowed in agony, 
and mourning over the dead, — while our bereaved 
hearts are aching, and our straining eyes looking 
to that heaven, beyond which we think they yet 
may hear our cries, they yet may see our anguish, 
the dead, the loved, the mourned, nor see, nor 
hear; or if they do, look down with cold and 
careless gaze upon the love that lifts our very 
souls in desperate yearning towards them. Yet 
one of the two must surely be : either the other 
life is like this, a life of pain, though not like 
this, perhaps, a life of selfishness ; or this earth, 
and time, and all they hold, are a more hollow 
mockery than even I sometimes dream they are.’ 
I will not think any more of it. We went to the 
theatre at half-past five. Play, Hunchback ; after 
it, Katharine and Petruchio. I thought I should 
have died of the side-ache, — I was in perfect 
agony. The people here are moie civil and 
considerate than can be imagined. I sent, yes- 
terday evening, for some water-ice : the confec- 
tioner had none ; when, lo ! to-night he brings 
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me some he has made on purpose for me, which 
he entreats my acceptance of. I admired a very 

pretty fan, Mrs. had in her hand ; and at 

the end of the play, she had it sent to my dressing- 
room ; — and these sort of things are done by me, 
not once, but ten times every day. Nothing can 
exceed the kindness and attention which has 
encountered us every where since we have been 
in this country. I am sure I am bound to re- 
member America and Americans thankfully ; for, 
whatever I may think of their ways, manners, or 
peculiarities, to me they have shown unmingled 
good will, and cordial, real kindness. Remained 
up, packing, till two o^clock. 

TO 

Many a league of salt sea rolls 
Between us, yet 1 think our souls. 

Dear friend, are still as closely tied 
As when we wandered side by side. 

Some seven years gone, in that fair land 
Where I was born.. As hand in hand 
We lived the showery spring away. 

And when the sunny earth was gay 
With all its blossoms, still together 
We passed the pleasant summer weather. 

We little thought the time would come. 

When, from a trans- Atlantic home. 

My voice should greet you lovingly 
Across the deep ^viding sea. 
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Oh, friend I my heart is sad : ’t is strange. 
As I sit musing on the change 
That has come o’er my fate, and cast 
A longing look upon the past. 

That pleasant time comes back again 
So freshly to my heart and brain. 

That I half think the things I see 
Are but a dream, and 1 shall be 
Lying beside you, when I wake. 

Upon the lawn beneath the brake. 

With the liazel copse behind my head. 

And the new-mown fields before me spread. 

It is just twilight : that sweet time 
Is short-lived in this radiant clime, — 
Where the bright day and nigiit more br^ht. 
Upon th’ horizon’s verge unite. 

Nor leave those hours of ray serene. 

In which we think of what has been : 

And it is well ; for here no eye 
Turns to the distant days gone by : 

They have no legendary lore 
Of deeds of glory done of yore, — 

No knightly marvel-haunted years. 

The nursery tales of adult ears : 

The busy present, bright to come. 

Of all their thoughts make up the sum : 
Little their little past they heed ; 

Therefore oC twilight have no need. 

v) 

Yet wherefore write I thus ? In the short span 
Of narrow life doled out to every man, 
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Though he but reach the threshold of the track. 
Where, from youth*s better path, strikes out the worse. 
If he has breathed so long, nor once look’d back. 

He has not borne life’s load, nor known God’s curse. 

And yet, but for that glance that o’er and o’er 
Goes tearfully, where we shall go no more; 

Courting the sunny spots, where, for a day. 

Our bark has found a harbour on its way ; 

O ! but for this, this pow’r of conjuring 
Hours, days, and years into the magic ring. 

Bidding them yield the show of happiness. 

To make our real misery seem less. 

Life would be dreary But these memories start. 
Sometimes, unbidden on the mourner’s heart ; 
Unwish’d, unwelcome, round his thoughts they cling,— 
In vain flung off, still dimly gathering. 

Like melancholy ghosts, upon the path 
Where he goes sadly, seeking only death. 

Then live again the forms of those who lie 
Gather’d into the grave’s dark mystery. 

Vainly at reason’s voice the phantom flies, — 

It comes, it still comes back to the fond eyes,— 

Still, still the yearning arms are spread to clasp 
The blessing that escapes their baffled grasp : 

Still the bewildering memory mutters ** Gone ! ” 

Still, still the clinging, aching heart loves on. 

Oh, bitter ! that the lips on which we pour 
Love’s fondest kisses, feel the touch no more ; 

Oh, lonely ! that the voice on which we call 
In agony, breaks not its silent thrall; 
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Oh, fearful ! tliat the eyes in which we gaze 
With desperate hope through their thick iiliny haze, 
Return no living look to bless our sight ! 

Oh, Ood J that it were granted that one might 
Rut once behold the secret of the grave, — 

That but one voice from the all^shrouding cave 
Might s[)cak, that but one sleeper might emerge 
From the deep dcath-sca*s overwhelming surge ! 
Speak, speak from the grey coiTins where ye lie 
Fretting to dust your Ibul mortality I 
Speak, from your homes of darkness and dismay, — — 
To what new being do ye pass away ? — 

O do ye live, indeed ? — speak, if on high 
One atom springs whose doom is not to die ! — 
M^herc have I wandered ? * * 

♦ ♦ ♦ • # 


Saturday^ 29t/i. 

When I came down to breakfast, found a very 
pretty diamond ring and some Scotch rhymes, 

from Mr. , what we call a small return of 

favours. I wish my hand was’n’t so abominably 

ugly, — I hate to put a ring upon it. called 

to see if we would ride ; but D had too 

much to do ; and, after sitting pottering for some 
time, I sang him the Messenger Bird, and sent 
him away. Went for a few moments to Mrs. — — , 
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■who" seemed * much better. Went out to pay 
sundry bills and visits. Called at Mr. — — *s, 
and spent half an hour most delightfully in his 
study. His picture of my father is very like, and 
very agreeable. ’T is too youthful by a good 
deal ; but the expression of the face is extremely 
good, and upon the whole, except that stern- 
looking tiling of Kearsley’s, ’t is the likest thing 
I have seen of him. We had a long discussion 
about the stage, — the dramatic art ; which, as 
Helen says, “ is none,” for, “ no art but taketh 
time and pains to learn.” Now I am a living 
and breathing witness that a person may be ac- 
counted a good actor, and to a certain degree 
deserve the title, without time or pains of any 
sort being expended upon the acquisition of the 
reputation. Bht, on otlier grounds, acting has 
always appeared to me to be the very lowest of 
the arts, admitting that it deserves to be classed 
among them at all, which I am not sure it does. 
In the first place, it originates nothing ; it lacks, 
fiierefore, the grand faculty which all other arts 
possess — creation. An actor is at the best but 
the filler up of the outline designed by another, 
—-the expounder, as it were, of things which 
another has set down ; and a fine piece of acting 
is at best, in ray opinion, a fine translation. More- 
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over, it is not alone to cliann the senses tliat the 
nobler powers of mind were given to man ; *t is 
not alone to enchant the eye, that the gorgeous 
pallet of the painter, and the fine chisel of the 
statuary, have become, through heavenly inspir- 
ation, magical wands, summoning to life images 
of loveliness, of majesty, and grace ; 't is not alone 
to soothe the ear that music has possessed, as it 
were, certain men with the spirit of sweet sounds ; 
*t is not alone to delight the fancy, that the poet’s 
great and glorious power was given him, by 
which, as by a spell, he peoples all space, and 
all time, with undying witnesses of his own ex- 
istence j ’t is not alone to minister to our senses 
tliat these most beautiful capabilities were sown 
in the soil of our soids. But ’t is that through 
them all that is most refined, most excellent, and 
noble, in our mental and moral nature, may be 
led through their loveliness, as through a glorious 
archway, to die source of all beauty, and all 
goodness. It is that by them our perceptions of 
truth may be made more vivid, our love of love- 
liness increased, our intellect refined and elevated, 
our nature softened, our memory stored with 
images of brightness, which, like glorious reflec- 
tions, falling again upon our souls, may tend to 
keep alive in them the knowledge o^ and the 
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desjre after, what is true, and fair, and noble. 
But, that art may have this effect, it must be to 
certain degree enduring. It must not be a 
transient vision, which fades and leaves but a re- 
collection of what it was, which will fade too. . 
It must not be for an hour, a day, or a year, but 
biding. Inasmuch as any thing earthly may abide, 
to charm the sense and cheer the soul of gener- 
ation after generation. And here it is that the 
miserable deficiency of acting is most apparent. 
WJiilst the poems, the sculptures of the old Grecian 
time yet remain to witness to these latter ages 
the enduring life of truth and beauty ; whilst the 
poets of Rome, surviving the trophies of her 
thousand victories, arc yet familiar in our mouths 
as household words ; whilst Dante, Boccaccio, that 
giant, Michael Angelo, yet live, and brcatlie, and 
have their being amongst us, through the rich 
legacy their genius has bequeathed to time ; 
whilst the wild music of Salvator Rosa, solemn 
and sublime as his painting, yet rings in our ears, 
and the souls of Shakspeare, Milton, Raphael, 
and Titian, are yet shedding into our souls di- 
vinest influences from the very fountains of in- 
spiration; — where are the pageants that night after 
night, during the best era of dramatic excellence, 
riveted die gaze of thousands, and drew forth 
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their acclamations? — gone, like rosy sunset clouds ; 
— fair painted vapours, lovely to the sight, but 
vanishing as dreams, leaving no trace in heaven, 
no token of their ever having been there. Where 
are the labours of Garrick, of Macklin, of Cooke, 
of Kemble, of Mrs. Siddons ? — chronicled in the 
dim memories of some few of their surviving spec- 
tators ; who speak of them with an enthusiasm 
which we, who never saw them, fancy the offspring 
of that feeling which makes the old look back to 
the time of their youth as the only days when 
the sun knew how to shine. What have these 
great actors left either to delight the sense, or 
elevate the soul, but barren names, unwedded to 
a single lasting evidence of greatness r* If, then, 
acting be alike without the creating power, and 
the enduring property, which are at once the 
highest faculty of art, and its most beneficial 
purpose, what becomes of it when ranked with 
efforts displaying both in the highest degree ? To 
me it seems no art *, but merely a highly rational, 

* The evanescent nature of his triumph, however an 
actor may deplore it, is in fact but an instance of the broad 
moral justice by which all things are so evenly balanced. 
If he can hope for no fame beyond mere mention, when 
once his own generation passes away, at least his power, and 
his glory, and his rdgn is in his own person, and during his 
own life. There is scarcely to be conceived a popularity for 
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interesting, and exciting amusement ; and I think 
men may as well, much better, perhaps, spend 
three hours in a theatre, than in a billiard or 
bar-room, — and this is the extent of my appro- 
bation and admiration of my art. Called on 

Mrs. y whom I like very much. Went to 

the riding-school to try a new horse, which was 
ten hands high, all covered with shaggy, angry- 
looking hair, with a donkey’s head, and cart-horse 

legs, with one of which he peached. came 

to see me mount. Dr. grey horse was 


the moment more intoxicating than that of a great actor in 
his day, so much of it becomes mixed up with the individual 
himself. The poet, the painter, and the sculptor, enchant us 
through their works ; and, with very, very few exceptions, 
their works, and not their very persons, are the objects of 
admiration and applause : it is to their minds we are be- 
holden ; and though a certain degree of curiosity and popu- 
larity necessarily wait even upon their bodily presence, it is 
faint compared with that which is bestowed upon the actor ; 
and for good reasons — he is himself his work. His voice, 
his eyes, his gesture, are his art, and admiration of it cannot 
be separated from admiration for him. This renders the 
ephemeral glory which he earns so vivid, and in some 
measure may be supposed to compensate for its short dura- 
tion. The great of the earth, whose fame has arisen like 
the shining of the sun, have often toiled tiirough their whole 
lives in comparative obscurity, through the narrow and dark 
paths of existence. Their reward was never given to their 
hands here,— ih is but just their glory should be lasting. 
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Standing in the school with a man’s saddle on. 

I persuaded to put me on it, and I then 

sent liira away. * * # 

* * * # * 

* * # * # 

When he was gone, rode for about an hour without 
any pommel, and found I managed it famously. I 
slipped my foot out of .the stirrup in order to sec 
if I could sit without both ; but this proved ratlier 
too much, for I presently slid very comfortably off. 

On my way home, met young , with his head 

so completely in the clouds, that I had bowed to 
him, and was driving on, when he just perceived me, 
and fell into a confusion of bows, which he conti- 
nued long after the coach had passed him. Found 
tlie usual token of his having been at our house — 
a most beautiful nosegay ; roses, hyacintlis, and 
myrtldJ’” While I was arranging them, I heard a 
tremendous shriek of laughter in the hall, which 

was followed by the appearance of Mr. . 

After sitting with him some time, 1 went and sat 
with Mrs. — — . The amiable Charge d’Afiaires 
dined with us. After dinner, went to see Mrs.—— ; 

but she was too unwell to receive me. * 

* * « » « 

* ♦ * • * 

> who expressed manifold deplor- 


Saw Dr. 
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ings- at my departure : gave him the words of the 
Sisters. At half-past five, went to the theatre : 
play, the Wonder. I acted only so-so : roy father 
was a lectle dans les vignes du seigneur. When the 
play was over, the folk called for us, and we went 
on : he made them a neat speech, and I nothing 
but a cross face and three courtesies. How I do 
hate this ! ’T is quite enough to exhibit myself to a 
gaping croAvd, when my profession requires that I 
should do so in a feigned semblance ; but to come 
bobbing and gexiuflexioning on, as me myself^ to 
be clapped and shouted at, and say, “ Thank ye 
kindly,” is odious. After the play, dressed, and 

off to Mrs. , with my father and Mr. . 

On our way thither, the spring of our coach broke, 
and we had to go halting along for half an hour, 
with a graceful inclination towards the pavement 
on one side, which was very pleasant. There was 

quite a brilliant party at Mrs. *s. Told Mr. 

that I had throvni his horse down. Saw 

and spoke to all Philadelphia. ■ was there, 
and actually sitting still. Fell in love with Mr. 
'■ -s youngest son, who is a youth of some ten 
years old, and hovers round me with a plenitude 
of silent admiration and astonishment that is most 

delightful. Miss who is a very pretty crea- 

ture» (in fac(, all American women are pretty 
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creatures, I never saw any prettier,) sang Dalla 
Gioga e del Piacer. She sings very w’ell, but 
pronounces Italian very Americanly, which is a 
pity. I don’t know any thing so necessary to good 
singing as a good Italian pronunciation, except 
perhaps a good voice, and a good school. They 
made me sing, and 1 sang them the galley song, 

after which Miss wai'bled again. They were 

surrounding me again, with a shower of “ pray 

do’s,” when perceiving D making towards me, 

with my boa on her arm, I sat down and sang 
them, “ Yes, aunt, 1 am ready to go,” to their infi- 
nite edification. I wonder if Mrs. would 

object to this, I should think not, as is Jiot 

here to catch it again. * * * 

# * * * * _ 

* * * * # 

Came home, and supped. I had eaten notliing 
since four o’clock, and was famished; for I do not 
like stewed oysters and terrapins, which are the 
refreshments invariably handed round at an^ Ame- 
rican evening party. Did not get to bed till 
o’clock. How beautifully bright the heavens 
here. The sky has an earnest colour that is loV€^^ 
and solemn to.look at ; and the moon, instead of 
being the maiden with white fire laden,” has a 
rich, mellow, golden light, than which nothing can 
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be m9re beautiful. The stars, too, are more vivid 
than in our skies, and there is a variety of hues 
in their light which I never observed before, — 
some reddish, some violet, and again others of the 
palest silver. 


Sunday, SOth. 

After breakfast, Mr. — — called, also , to 

know at what time we would ride. I fixed at 
twelve, thereby calculating that we should escape 
the people coming out from church. 'Went and 

sat a few minutes with Mrs. . * 

* * * # # 

I 

# # # # # 

Spent my Sunday morning on my knees, indeed, 
but packing, not praying. The horses did not 
come till half-past twelve ; so that, instead of 
avoiding, we encountered the pious multitude. 
I 'm sure when we mounted there were not less 
than *a hundred and fifty beholders round the 
Mansion House. Rode out to Laurel Hill. The 
.-'Icross road was muddy, so we took the turnpike, 
which was clean and short, fuid IJrould have been 
pleasant enough but for my brute of a horse. 
Upon my word, these American horses are most 
unsafe to ride. 1 never mount one but I re- 
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commend myself to the care of Heaven, for I 
expect to have every bone in my body broken 
before I dismount again. At Laurel Hill we 
lunched. While D- put up her hair, — — 
and I ran down to the water side. The ice had 
melted from the river, in whose still waters the 
shores, and trees, and bridge lay mirrored with 
beautiful and fairy-like distinctness. The long 
icicles under the rocky brow beneath which we 
stood had not melted away, though the warm 
sun was shining brilliantly on them, and making 
the granite slab on which we stood sparkle like 
a pavement of diamonds. 1 called to the echo, 
and sang to it scales up, and scales down, and 
every manner of musical discourse I could think 
of, during which interesting amusement I as 
nearly as possible slipped from my footing into 

the river, which caused both and myself to 

gulp. We left our pleasant sunny stand at last, 

to rejoin D and the lunch, and having eaten 

and. drunken, we remounted and proceeded on to 
Manayunk, under the bright, warm, blessed sun- 
shine, which came down like a still shining shower 
upon the earth.* The beautiful little water-courses 
had all broken from their diamond chains, and 
came dancing and singing down the hills, be- 
tween the cedar bushes, and the masses of grey 
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granite, like merry children laughing as they run. 
After crossing the bridge at Flat Rock, I took 
the van, riding by myself much faster than my 
companions, whom I left to entertain each other. 
Several times, as I looked down at the delicious 
fresh water, all rosy with the rosy light of the 
clouds, and gushing round the masses of rock 
that intercepted their channel, 1 longed to jump off 
my horse, and go down among their shallow bril- 
liant eddies. The whole land was mellow with 
warm sunset, the sky soft, and bright, and golden, 
like a dream. 1 stopped for a long time opposite 
the Wissihiccon creek. The stone bridge, with its 
grey arch, mingled with the rough blocks of rock 
on which it rested, the sheet of foaming water 
falling like a curtain of gold over the dam among 
the dark stones below, on whose brown sides the 
ruddy sunlight and glittering water fell like splin- 
ters of light. The thick, bright, rich tufted cedars 
basking in the warm amber glow, the picturesque 
mill, the smooth open field,* along whose side the 
river waters, after receiving this child of the 
mountains into their bosom, wound deep, and 
bright, and still, the whole radiant , with the softest 
light I ever beheld, formed a moot enchanting 
and serene subject of contemplation. Further 
on, I stopped again, to look at a most beautiful 
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mass of icicles, formed by some water falling from 
a large wooden conduit which belonged to a mill. 
The long thick masses of silvery white clung in 
downward pyramids together, and on the ground, 
great round balls of purest transparent ice, like 
enormous crystal grapes, lay clustered upon each 
other. 1 waited on a little sunny knoll above this 
glittering fairy work, till my companions joined 

me, when, leaving to pursue the main 

road, and I turned off‘, and explored a pretty 

ravine, down which another mountain stream, 
half free wild water, half shimmering diamond 
ice, sparkled in the sunset. We reached Phila- 
delphia at half-past four, and had again to canter 
down Chestnut Street just as the folks were all 
coming from church, which caused no little 
staring, and turning of heads. My father asked 

to dine with us, but he refused. Mr. 

dined with us. After dinner, w’ent in to pay my 
last visit to my poor sick friend. I sat with her until 
summoned to see some gentlemen in the drawing- 
room. It pained me to part from her; for though 
she exerted herself bi’avely, she was very much 
overcome. I fear she will miss me, poor thing ; 
I had become very much attached to her. I went 
in to bid Mrs. ■ good-by. - was not 
gone to bed ; I took her in my arms and kissed 
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her, saying I should not see her for* a long time 
again. The tears came into her baby eyes, and 
she said very sadly, ** God bless you, Fanny.” 
-How curious a train of associations that word 

produced in me. It brought , and Lord 

^ and that beautiful creature his child, before 

my very eyes. But her father had told little 

Lady to say that, — I am sure he did ; now 

this little creature blessed me out of her own 
heart. A child’s blessing is a holy thing. Came 

into the drawing-room. Found I>r. ^ young 

Mr. , and Mr. there. Presently, Mr. 

came in, with Baron , a man with a 

thick head, thick white hair, that stood out round 
it like a silver halo, and gold ear-rings. I sang to 
them till*past ten o’clock, and then came to my 
own room, where !• remained up packing and 
pottering until past two. 


Monday, 31s^. 

The river being yet open, thank Heaven, we 
arose at half- past four o’clock. Dressed sans 

dawdling for once, and came down. * 

* * # * * 

# # # # # 

D — '■■ ■ and 1 were bundled into a coacb, and 
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rumbled and tumbled over the stones, through 
the blackness of darkness down to the steam-boat. 

* was waiting for us, and convoyed us safely 

to the cabin, where I laid myself down, and slept 
till breakfast-time. My father. Captain — — , 
Mr. and Baron — ■ ■ sat themselves down 

most comfortably to breakfast, leaving us entirely 

to the charge and care of , who fulfilled his 

trust with infinite zeal. 'T is curious ; there was 
a man on board whom I have now seen every time 
I have been going to or from New York to Phila- 
delphia, whose appearance was in itself very re- 
markable, and the subsequent account I received 
of him perhaps increased the sort of impression it 
made upon me. He was a man of about from 
thirty to thirty-five, / gtfcss, standing about five feet 
ten, with a great appearance of strength and 
activity. Plis face was that of a foreigner, the 
features were remarkably well cut, and the piercing 
black eyes, dark hair, and brown complexion, gave 
a Spanish character to his countenance. There 
was a sort of familiar would-be gentlemanly man- 
ner in his deportment and address, and a species 
of slang gentility in his carriage and conversation, 
that gave me a A:uriosity to ascertain what on earth 
he could be. After breakfast, walked up and 
down deck with — — , — — . was on board. I 
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anl hapipy to hear he is thriving: I love all my 
iellow'passengers ; and when I see one of them, 
my heart warms towards them, as to a bit of the 
dear old land left behind. After about an hour’s 
steaming, we disembarked to cross the narrow neck 
of land which divides the Delaware from the 
Chesapeake. Here we got into a coach holding 
some twelve of us, to be conveyed over the rail- 
road by one of Stevenson’s engines. Neither the 
road nor the conveyances are comparable to those 
of the Liverpool and Manchester, rail-way ; and 
instead of those luxurious, roomy coaches, which 
form the merit of the Liverpool train, we were 
squeezy and uncomfortable to a degree. The 
country along this slip of land is flat and very un- 
interesting, clothed with threadbare young woods, 
whose thin spare skeletons, without their leafy 
mantles, looked excessively miserable. The dis- 
tance from the Delaware to French town, on the 
Elk, where we were again to take water, is about 
sixteen miles, which we did in an hour. The first 
part of the road lies in Delaware, the latter in 
Maryland. The Elk, which in this world of huge 
waters, is considered but a paltry ditch, but which 
in our country would be thought a very decent- 
sized river, was, a few days ago, frozen up, 
diereby putting a stop to the steam-boat travelling. 
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But, fortunately for us, it was open to-day, and 
presently we steamer coming puffing 

up to take.u^^from the 'pier. This boat — the 
Charles Xllarroll — HS4que of the finest ^ they have. 
'T is neither so swift nor* so large, 1 tliiifi^ as some 
of the North river bouts, but it^.a beautiful vessel, 
roomy and comfortable in its arrangements. I 
went below for a few minutes, but found, us usual, 
the atmosphere of the cabin perfectly intolerable. 
The ladies’ cabin, in winter, on board one of these 
large steamers, is a right curious sight. ’T is 
generally crammed to suffocation with womed* 
strewn in every direction. The greater num- 
ber cuddle round a stove, the heat of which 
alone would make the atmosphere unbreathable. 
Others sit lazily in a species of K>cking-chair, — 
which is found wherever Americans sit down, — 
cradling themselves backwards and forwards, 
with a lazy, lounging, sleepy air, that makes me 
long to make them get up and walk. Others 
again manage, even upon fresh water, to be very 
sick. There are generally a dozen young human 
beings, some naughty, sick, and squalling, others 
happy, romping, and riotous ; and what with the 
vibratory moden of the rocking-chairs and their 
contents, the women’s shrill jabber, the children’s 
shriller wailing and shouting, the heat and close- 
VOL. ri. F 
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ness of the air, a ladies’ cabin on board an 
American steam-boat is one of the most over- 
powering things to sense and soul that can well be 
imagined. There was a poor sick woman with 
three children, among our company, two of which 
were noisy, unruly boys, of from eight .to ten years 
old. One of them set up a howl as soon as he 
came on board, which he prolonged, to our utter 
dismay, for upwards of half an hour sans inter- 
mission, except to draw breath. 1 bore it as long 
as I could; but threats, entreaties, and bribes 
having been resorted to in vain, by all the women 
in the cabin, to silence him, I at length very com- 
posedly took him up in my arms, and deposited 
him on his back in one of the upper berths; 
whereupon his brother flew at his mother, kicking, 
thumping, screaming, and yelling. The cabin 
was in an uproar ; the little wretch I held in my 
arms struggled like a young giant, and though 1 
succeeded in lodging him upon the upper shelf, 
presently slid down from it like an eel. However, 
this eflbrt had a salutary effect, for it obtained 
silence, the crying gave way to terror, which 
produced silence, of which I availed myself to sleep 
till dinner-time. At dinner, — 7 -s«>ail!d Mr. — — — 
took charge of D- — - and seeing that 

we were to get ne dtimer till six p’jj^pck, thoi^bt 
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fit to eat some lunch. The strange* dark man was 
sitting opposite us, and discoursing away to his 
neighbours in a strain and tone in which shrewd- 
ness and swagger, and vulgarity and a sort of 
braggart gallantry, were curiously jumbled. From, 
his conversation, it was evident that he was a sea- 
faring man. He spoke of having been a midship- 
man on board an American frigate. The question 
they were debating was that of superstitious 
prejudice, involving belief in lucky and unlucky 
days, witches, ghosts, &c. The stranger professed 
perfect faith in all, and added sundry experiences 
of his own, at the same time observing, that with 
regard to sailors, the strong prejudice they have 
against sailing on certain days often creates the 
very ill luck they apprehend ; for if any danger 
should occur, ’t is all attribute^ to evil influences 
against which they have no power, and they are 
at once deprived of half their energy in labour, and 
half their courage in peril. When dinner was 
over, I pointed out this strange man to my father, 
asking him if he had any idea who he was. I 
am told,*' was his reply, ** that he is but just re- 
turned from New York, where he has been tried 
for piracy.^ TThis accounted for every thing, — 
dare-devil look and language, seafaring adventures, 
superstitious creed. It is a pleasant mode of 
» « 
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travelling that throws one into contact with such 

company. * * * * 

* # * * * . 

Touching pirates, Baltimore, I was told (I 
know not how truly), is famous for them. They 
have small schooners there of a particularly light 
build, and raking masts, which are the prettiest 
craft in the world to look at, and the swiftest that 
sail sea. The Baltimore clippers are proverbial 
for their elegance and fleetness : they are like grey- 
hounds on the water. These, I was told, were 
frequently owned by gentlemen of rather an am- 
biguous character, something between pirate, 
smuggler, and wrecker, perhaps a judicious 
compound of all three. Their trade is chiefly, I 
believe, with and about the W^est India islands. 
I looked at my Spanish- faced friend with redoubled 
curiosity : he was the very man for a pirate. We 
reached Baltimore at about half-past four. The 
Chesapeake bay, like the Delaware river, appeared 
to me admirable only as an immense sheet of water. 
At some parts that we passed, it was six, at others, 
ten, at others, thirteen miles across. The shores 
were flat and uninteresting on one side, but on the 
other occasionally very picturesque^and beautiful, 
rising in red-looking cliffs from the water’s edge, 
and crowned with beautiful green tufls of wood — 
cedar, 1 suppose, for nothing else is green at this 
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time. The curvings of the shore, too, are very 
pretty ; but owing to the enormous width of the 
water, my imperfect vision could hardly discern 
the peculiar features of the land. The day was 
more lovely than a fine day in early September, in 
[England, — bright, soft, and sunny, with the blue 
in the sky of the delicate colour one sees in the 
Sevres porcelain. As we entered the Patapsco, 
and neared Baltimore, North Point and Fort 
M‘Henry w'ere pointed out to me. My spirits 
always sink when 1 come to a strange place ; and 
as we came along the wharf sides, under the red 
dingy-looking warehouses, between which the 
water ran in narrow, dark-looking canals, I felt 
terribly gloomy. We drove up to Barnham’s, 
the best house in the town ; and having found 
out where to lay my head, I had my fill of crying.* 
After dinner, went and lay down ; slept profoundly 
till nine o’clock.. On my return to the drawing- 
room, found ■ there, and Mr. — — , the man 
who owns the Front Street theatre, but who it 
seems is only just out of gaol, and has neither actors 

* Another house has been opened at Baltimore within the 
last year, which, though unfinished at the time of our lodging 
there, promised to be extremely comfortable. The builcUng 
adjoined, and indeed formed, part of the Exchange; the 
vestibule of which is the only very beautiful piece of architec- 
ture I have seen here. It is very beautiful. 

P 3 
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nor scenes to get up a play withal. While he was 
here, came missives from the proprietors of the 
Holliday ‘Street theatre, to inform my father that 
it was lighted up, and requesting him to come and 
look at it. This was awkward rather. When 
Mr. — - was gone, I came to my room, where I 
femained without a fire, cold without and discon- 
solate within, till past one o’clock. I did not know 
it was New-Year’s eve ; and so the waters carried 
me over this other dam without my looking back 
at what was past, or forward at what is to come : 
and why should I ? — surely “ the thing that hath 
been, it is that which shall be; and that which is 
done, is that which shall be done ; and there is no 
new thing under the sun:” sorrow and joy, hoping 
and fearing, pain and pleasure, laughing and 
weeping, striving and yielding, — they will all 
come again and again, and all things will be the 
same, till all things cease. 

Tuesday^ Januaty, Is^, -j 

New-Yeat’s Day, J * 

There it lies in its cradle ! its pure forehead yet 
unstained by sin, unfurrowed by cartel and not an 
hour shall have passed without the traces of both 
becoming visible. And where is the mother gone ? 
where is the fulfilled year ? — Gone sorrowing to 
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join the crowd of ancestors, who witness each 
against me for the unthrift waste I have made of 
the rich legacies they one by one have bestowed 
on me. Oh, new-born year ! ere half thy hours 
are spent, how often will my weary spirit have 
wished them fleeter wings than even those they 
wear ! What secrets are there folded in thy 
breast, — what undreamt-of chances, — - what 
strange befallings, — what unforeseen sorrows, — 
what unexpected joys ! Perhaps, in tlie mysterious 
accomplishments with which thou art laden, my 
death may be numbered ! — perhaps, ere thy 
course be duly run, the death of Time may be 
decreed ! Oh ! this life, and all things in it, 
i*emind me of the thin veils of spiders’ webs which 
divided Desire from his aim, and which, though 
light and transparent, were so numerous, that to 
lift them all away was hopeless. After breakfast, 
began writing journal. ’T was not until dating it 
that I discovered it was New-year’s day. When 
I did so, and looked at my strange surroundings, 
at the gloomy wintry sky, and thought of the 
heathenish disregard with which I was passing 
over, in this fiir land, the season of home-gather- 
ing and congregating of kin in my own country, I 
could not refrain from crying bitterly. In spite of 
the pouring rain, and Mr. — — — ’s hints to keep us 

F 4 
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away} my father} who wished to ascertain the truth 
of the reports with regard to the state of his 
theatre} set forward thither with me. W^e found 
a very large} handsome house} larger} I think} 
than the Park} but dirty, dilapidated, and looking 
as if there had been eleven executions in it that 
morning. No actors, scarcely any scenes, — in 
short, such a state of things as rendered it totally 
impossible for us to think of acting there. Came 
home; sat diligently crying the whole morning. 
The afternoon cleared up, and became soft and 
sunny. My father insisted on my taking a walk; so 
I bonneted and set out with- him. What 1 saw of the 
town appeared to me extremely like the outskirts 
of Birmingham or Manchester. Bright-red brick 
houses, in rows of three and five, with interesting 
gaps of gravel pits, patches of meadow, and open 
spaces between, which give it an untidy, straggling 
appearance. They are building in every direction, 
however, and in less than two years, these little 
pauses being filled up, Baltimore will be a very 
considerable place; for it covers, in its present 
state, a large extent of ground, and contains a vast 
population. Immediately after dinner, our host 
made his entrCe with' a piano* forte.'- I had sug* 

gested to Mr. — that I should be glad of one ; 

and here it came. I had asked him to return in 
the evening, and was glad of the piano, for it helps 
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the time away. At six o’clock, the managers of 
the Holliday Street theatre made their appear- 
ance ; and my father stating that Mr. - was 
literally unable to fulfil his engagement with us, 
entered into arrangements with them, during 
which 1 sat up at a tremendously high window, 
looking at the beautiful, serious skies, and radiant 
moon, and listening to a tolerable band playing 
sundry of Rossini’s airs. When these men had 
departed, — — came in. I sang and made him 
sing till tea-time. After tlmt, he entertained us 
with a very' long, but not very clear, account of the 
various processes of making, polishing, &c. steel, 
as practised in his manufactory. His account of 
their hard dealings with the poorer manufacturers 
was dreadful ; and he himself spoke with horror 
of it, saying, ** Oh, they arc so miserably ground, 
poor wretches, they cannot be said to live, — they 
barely exist.” When I remonstrated with him upon 
the wickedness of such proceedings, he replied, 
« We are compelled to do it in self-defence : if 
we did not use the same means as other manu- 
facturers, we should presently be undersold.” 
And this is the game playing all over England at 
this moment,* in every department of her com- 
merce and manufacture, — this cruel oppression 
of the poor, this forcing them by a league' against 

F 5 



106 


JOURNAL. 


themy as it were, to toil in bitterness for their 
scanty daily bread, while those who thus inhu- 
manly depreciate their labour, and wring their 
hard earnings from their starving grasp, grow 
wealthy on their plunder. Are not these the 
things for which God has said he will avenge ? Is 
his abomination of the false balance, and the 
stinted measure, and the unjust reckoning, less 
than in the days when he said he would visit the 
oppressor of the poor, and plead the cause of the 
widow and fatherless ? Are not these the things 
that make a nation rotten at core, and ripe for 
decay? Are not these the -things for which retri- 
bution is laid up, and fourfold restitution will be 
demanded?— >’T is awful to think of. From this 
the conversation grew to the means of obtaining 
interest upon money in this country, which the 
gentlemen discussed together for a length of time. 
I listened to them with many sad thoughts. How 
intent they seemed in their discourse ; how much 
they appeared to value every slightest advantage 
of place or circumstance which enabled them to 
draw a greater profit from their capital; how 
eagerly, how earnestly, they seemed absorbed in 
these calculations. I do not kno^ when I have 
been so forcibly struck with the worthlessness of 
money, and the strange delusion under which all 
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men seem to be labouring, giving up their lives, 
as they do, to the hunting of wealth. Are these 
the cares that should engross the faculties of im- 
mortal souls, and rational thinking creatures? 
That we must live, I know, and that money is 
necessary to live, 1 know ; but that our glorious 
capacities of soul, mind, and body, the fitting ex- 
ercise of which alone, in itself, is happiness, should 
thus be chained down to the altar horns of 
mammon, is what I never will believe wise, right, 
or fitting. I at length spoke, for my heart was 
burning within me, and burst into an eloquent 
lamentation on the folly and misery of which the 
world was guilty in following this base worship as 
it does. But when I said that 1 was convinced hap- 
piness might and did exist most blessedly upon 
half the means which men spent their lives in 
scraping together, my father laughed, and said I 
was the last person in the world who could live 
on little, or be' content with the mediocrity I 
vaunted. I looked at my satin gown, and held my 
tongue, but still I was not convinced. We re- 
turned to our music till ten o'clock, when they had 
some supper, afler which they drank a happy new 
year to England : — poor old England, God bless 

it ! At about twelve o’clock, departed. Sat 

up a long time at the window, listening to some 
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serenading, which, in. the moonlight, sounded 
pleasantly enough.* 


Sunday^ 6th. 

At about half-past ten, Mr. — — called for us, 
and we walked up to the cathedral, which is a large 
unfinished stone building, standing on the brow 
of a hill, which is to be the fashionable quarter of 
the town, and where there are already some very 
nice-looking houses. The interior of the church 
is large and handsome, and has more the look of 
a church than any thing I • have been inside of in 
this country yet. ’T is full eight years since I was 
in a Catholic church ; and the sensation with 
which 1 approached the high altar, with its golden 
crucifix, its marble entablatures, and its glimmer- 
ing starry lights, savoured fully as much of sadness 
as devotion. I have not been in a Catholic place 
of worship since 1 was at school. How well I 
remember the beautiful music of the military mass, 
the pageants and processions of the feast days at 

* This very romantic piece of gallantry '(serenading) .is 
very common in this country. How it ccmes to be so I 
can’t quite make out ; for it is not at all of a piece with the 
national manners or tone of feeling. It ’s very agreeable, 
though, and is an anomaly worth cultivating. 
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nigh mass, and the evening service, not vespers, 
but the Salut.* They sang that exquisitely 
mournful and beautiful et incarnatus est of Haydn^s, 
which made my blood all run backwards. One 
thing disgusted me dreadfully, though the priests 
who were officiating never passed or approached 
the altar without bending the knee to it, they kept 

* I have heard it several times asserted, that Catholicism 
was gaining ground extremely in this country. Surely the 
Preacher sayeth well, “ The thing which has been, it is that 
which shall be, and there is nothing new beneath the sun.” 
Is it not a marvellous thing to think of, that that mighty tree 
which has overshadowed the whole of the Christian world, 
under whose branches all the Kuropean empires were cradled, 
and which w’e have with our own eyes beheld droop, and 
fade, and totter, as it does at this moment in the old soils, 
is it not strange to think of the seed being carrie^, and the 
roots taking hold in this new earth, perhaps to send up an- 
other such giant shadow' over tins hemisphere ? Its growth 
here appears to me almost impossible ; for if ever there were 
two things more opposite in their nature than all other things, 
they are the spirit of the Roman Catholic religion, and the 
spirit of the American people. It ’s true, that of the thou- 
sands who take refuge from poverty upon this plenteous 
land, the greater number bring with them that creed, but the 
very air they inhale here presently gives them a political 
faith, so utterly incompatible with the spirit of subjection, 
that I shall think the Catholic priesthood here workers of 
miracles, to retain any thing like the influence over their 
minds which they possessed in those countries, where all 
creeds, political and polemical, have but one watch-word 
faith and submission. 
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spitting all over the carpet that surrounded and 
covered the steps to it, interrupting themselves in 
the middle of the service to do so, without the 
slightest hesitation. We had a very indifierent 
sermon : the service was of course in Latin. When 
it was over, Mr. " ■ insisted on showing me 
some paintings which hung on either side the 
grand entrance. These were a couple of pictures 
by Paulin Guerin ; the one representing the de- 
scent from the ct'oss, the other, the burying of the 
dead, by St. Charles, in the Holy Land. I do not 
understand much about bad pictures, but I know 
good ones when T see them ; and I think these 
were not such. There was no beauty of imagin- 
ation or poetical conception whatever in them, 
and these appeared to me to be manifold glaring 
&ults in the execution. 1 could have sworn to 
their being French pictures. Was introduced to 
several people, coming out of church. A little 
way beyond the cathedral stands Washington’s 
monument, — a tieat and appropriate pillar, — - 
which, together with a smaller one erected at the 
head of our street, to the memory of the North 
Point heroes, has given Baltimore the appellation 
of the monumental city, which neve¥ could have 
be&llen it in any other country under heaven, but 
this. At eight o’clock, we went to Mrs. — — ’s. 
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They are all in deep mourning, and the circle was 
very small. They are most agreeable, pleasant 
people, with a peculiar gentleness of manner, like 
very high breeding, which I have often observed 
in Catholics of the better orders. Their convers- 
ation appeared to me totally divested of the dis- 
agreeable accent which seems almost universal in 
this country. Mrs. — talked to me about my 
aunt Whitelock, and what a charming actress she 
was, and what an enchanting thrilling voice she 
had. I spent a delightful evening. Before we 

went away, Mr. showed us a picture of 

Lady , by Lawrence. It looked quite re- 

freshing, with its lovely dark curls unfrizzed, and 
the form of the neck and arms undisguised by 
the hideousness of modern fashions. Sasw a very 
good likeness, too, of the Duke of — . 'T was 

very like him, though many years younger. 

***** 

***** 

By the by, somebody said that had turned 

Roman Catholic, and very devout. Some of the 
Marys and Magdalens of the old Italian painters 
are very converting pictures, with their tearful 
melancholy ^es, and golden, glorious, billowy 

hair. Mrs. amused me very much by her 

account of the slaves on their estates, whom, she 
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said, she found the hest and most faithful ser.» 
vants in the world. Being born upon the land, 
there exists among them something of the old 
spirit of clanship, and “ our house,*’ “ our fa- 
mily,” are the terms by which they designate their 
owners. In the south, there are no servants but 
blacks; for the greater proportion of domestics 
being slaves, all species of servitude whatever is 
looked upon as a degradation ; and the slaves 
themselves entertain the very highest contempt 
for white servants, whom they designate as “ poor 
white trash.” 


Monday^ '1th. 

Young — called, and stayed about an hour 

with us. At half-past five, took coffee, and off to 
the theatre. The play was Romeo and Juliet; 
the house was extremely full : they are a delight- 
ful audience. My Romeo had gotten on a pair 
of trunk breeches, that looked as if he had bor- 
rowed them from some worthy Dutchman of a 
hundred years ago. Had he worn them in New 
York, I could have understood it as a compliment 
to the ancestry of that good city ; but'here, to adopt 
such a costume in Romeo, was really perfectly un- 
accountable. They were of a most unhappy choice 
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of colours, too,— dull, heavy-looking blue cloth, 
and offensive crimson satin, all be-puckered, and be- 
plaited, and be-pufled, till the young man looked 
like a magical figure growing out of a monstrous, 
strange-coloured melon, beneath which descended 
his unfortunate legs, thrust into a pair of red 
slippers, for all the world like Grimaldi’s legs cn 
costume for clown. The play went off pretty 
smoothly, except that they broke one man’s 
collar-bone, and nearly dislocated a woman’s 
shoulder by flinging the scenery about. My bed 
was not made in time, and when the scene drew, 
half a dozen carpenters in patched trowsers and 
tattered shirt sleeves were discovered smoothing 
down my pillows, and adjusting my draperies. 
The last scene is too good not to be given ver- 
batim : — 

Romeo. Rise, rise, my Juliet, 

And from this cave of death, this house of horror. 
Quick let me snatch thee to thy Romeo’s arms. 

Here he pounced upon me, plucked me up 
in his arms like an uncomfortable bundle, and 
staggered down the stage with me. 

Juliet, (asutm) Oh, you’ve got me up horridly I — that’ll 
never do ; let me dovrn, pray let me down. 

Romeo. There, breathe a vital spirit on thy lips. 

And call thee back, my soul, to life and lovel 
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Juliet, (aade^ Pray put me down; you’ll certuiily 
throw me down if you don’t set me on the ground directly. 

In the midst of ** cruel, cursed fate,” his dagger 
fell out of his dress ; I, embracing him tenderly, 
crammed it back again, because I knew I should 
want it at the end. 

Romeo. Tear not our heart-strings thus I 

They crack I they break I — Juliet I Jidict I (dies.) 

Juliet, (to corpse.') Am I smothering you ? 

Corpse, (to Juliet.) Not at all ; could you be so kind, do 
you think, as to put iny wig on again for me ? — it has fallen 
off. 

Juliet, (to corpse.) I’m afraid X can’t, but I’ll throw my 
muslin veil over it. You’ve broken the phial, haven’t you? 

(Corpse nodded.) 

Juliet, (to corpse.) Where ’s your dagger ? 

Corpse, (to Juliet.) ’ Pon my soul, I don’t know. 


Sunday^ ISM. 

By half-past ten we were packed in what in 
this country is termed an exclusive extra, i. e. 
a stage-coach to ourselves, and progressing to- 
wards Washington. The coach was comfortable 
enough, and the country, for the first twelve or 
fifteen miles, owing to the abominable account I 
had heard of it from every body, disappointed me 
rather agreeably. It was by no means so dreary 
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or desolate as I had been led to expect. There 
was considerable variety in its outline, and the 
quantity of cedar thickets scattered over it took 
away from the comfortless, threadbare look of 
the wintiy woods. Threadbare, indeed, the trees 
can scarce be called ; for the leaves of the black 
oak, instead of falling as they fade, remain upon 
the branches, and give the trees more the effect of 
being lightning-struck, or accidentally blasted, 
than withered by the fair course of the seasons. I 
think the efiect is more disagreeable than that 
of absolutely bare, leafless boughs. When near, 
the trees look singularly deplorable and untidy, 
although at the distance, the red-brown of the 
faded oaks mingling with the bright, vivid, green 
cedars, and here and there a silver-barked but- 
tonwood tree raising its white delicate branches 
from among them, produce a very agreeable and 
harmonious blending to the eye. The soil, the 
banks by the road* side, and broken ridges of 
ravines, and water-courses, attracted my attention 
by the variety and vividness of their colours. 
The brightest red and yellow, and then again 
pale green, and rich, warm gravel-colour. 1 
wished 1 had* been a geologist. How much 
pleasure of reflection and contemplation is lost to 
the ignorant whose outward sense wanders over 
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the objects that surround it, deriving from them 
but half the delight that they give the wise and 
well-informed; even fancy is at fault, for fancy 
itself scarce devises images more strange, and 
beautiful, and wonderful, than the reality of things 
presents to those who understand their properties 
and natures. The waters were all fast frozen up, 
and one or two little pools, all curdled with ice, 
and locked up in deep, gravelly basins, looked 
like onyx stones set in gold. As for the road, we 
had been assured it was exceedingly good ; but 
mercy on us i I can *t think of it without aching. 
Here we went up, up, up, and there we went 
down, down, down, — now, I was in my father’s 
lap, and now I was half out of window. The 
utter impossibility of holding one’s self in any 
one position for two minutes is absolutely ridi- 
culous. Sometimes we laughed, and at other times 
we groaned, at our helpless and hopeless condition ; 
but at last we arrived, with no bones broken, 
at about three o’clock, at the capital and seat 
of government of the United States. * Upon the 

* In most European countries, the seat of government 
and residence of the ruling powers and foreign ambassadors 
is the capital, and generally the largest, md&t populous, most 
wealthy, and most influential city of the kingdom — the place 
of all others to which traveliers would resort to become ac- 
quainted with its political, literary, and social spirit. In thia^ 
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height immediately above the city is situated the 
Capitol, a very handsome building, of which the 
Americans are not a little proud ; but it seems 
placed there by mistake, so little do the miserable, 
untidy hovels above, and the scattered, unfinished 
red-brick town belovp, accord with its patrician 
marble, and high-sounding title. We drove to 
Gadsby’s, which is an inn like a little town, with 
more wooden galleries, flights of steps, passages, 
door- ways, exits, and entrances, than any building 
I ever saw : it reminded me of the house in I'ieck’s 
Love-charm. We had not been arrived a quarter of 


however, as in most other respects, tliis country differs from all 
others ; and the spirit of independence, which renders every 
state a republic within itself, gives to each its own capital, 
tlie superior merits of wliich are advocated with no little 
pride and jealousy by the natives of the state to which it be- 
longs. Thus, New York, Boston, Philadelphia, Baltimore, 
Charleston, and New Orleans, are all capitids; etich of them 
fulfilling in a much higher degree than Washington the 
foreigner’s idea of that word. Indeed I cauiiof conceive 
any thing that would more amaze an European than to be 
transported into Washington, and told he was in the metro- 
polis of the United States ; nor, indeed, could any thing 
^vc him a less just idea of the curious political construction, 
and widely scattered resources, of the countrj'. Washington, 
in feet, is to Ameaica what Downing and Parliaipcnt Streets 
are to London — a congregation of government offices; 
where political characters, secretaries, clerks, place-holders, 
and place-seekers, most do congregate. 
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an hour, when in walked Mr. and Captain 

— ■ ' ", and presently Mr. They sat for 

some time, discussing, laughing, quizzing, and 
being funny, and then departed. Captain — 
was telling us a story about a man somewhere up 
in the lost lands, who was called Philemon, and 
whose three sons were paganed (christened, I 
suppose, one can’t say,) Romulus, Remus, and 
Tiberius. 1 thought this was too good to be 

true; and D and I, laughing over it at dinner, 

agreed that we wished any thing of the sort had 
happened to us. Some bread, waiter : what is 
your name ? ” said I to the black who was waiting 
upon us. ** Horatius ! ” was the reply ; which 
sent me and D into fits. 


Monday f 14M. 

When I came in to breakfast, found Mr. ■ , 

whom 1 like mainly. While he was here. Dr. 

and came in. I gave the latter a 

most tremendous grasp of the hand : it was like 
seeing a bit of England to see him. He said to 
me, ** Oh, how strange it is to see you here ; 
which caused my eyes to fill with tears, for Heaven 
knows, it feela^ strange enough. They had hardly 
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been seated two minutes, when in rushed a boy to 
call us to rehearsal. 1 was as vexed as might be. 
They all departed ; — — faithfully promising to 
come again, and have a long talk about the old 
country : we tlien set forth to rehearsal. The 
theatre is the tiniest little box tlmt ever was seen, 
— not much bigger, I verily think, than the 
baby’s play-house at Versailles. When I came 
to perceive who the company were, and that 
sundry of our Baltimore comrades were come on 
hither, I begged to be excused from rehearsing, as 
they had all done their parts but a few days before 
with me. At about two o’clock, Mr. — — came 
to take us to the Capitol. Mr. — was in the 
drawing-room. He had just seen the President ; 
and it seems, that far from coming to any accom- 
modation with the South Carolinians, there is an 
immediate probability of their coming to blows. 
They say, the old General is longing for a fight ; 
and most assuredly, to fight would be better, in 
this instance, than to give in ; for to yield would 
be virtually to admit the right of every individual 
state to dictate to the whole government. We 
walked up to the Capitol : the day was most beauti* 
fully bright andasunny, and the mass of white budd- 
ing, with its terraces and columns, stood out in fine 
rdief against the cloudless blue sky. We went 
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first into the senate*, or upper house, because 
Webster was speaking, whom I especially wished 
to hear. The room itself is neither large nor 
lofty ; the senators sit in two semi-circular’ rows, 
turned towards the President, in comfortable arm« 
chairs. On the same ground, and literally sitting 
among the senators, were a whole regiment of 
ladies, whispering, talking, laughing, and fidgeting. 
A gallerj', level with the floor, and only divided 
by a low partition from the main room, ran round 
the apartment : this, too, was filled with pink, and 
blue, and yellow bonnets; and every now and 
then, while the business of the house was going 
on, and Webster speaking, a tremendous bustle, 
and waving of feathers, and rustling of silks, would 
be heard, and in came streaming a reinforcement 
of political beauties, and then would commence a 
jumping up, a sitting down, a squeezing through, 
and a how-d’-ye-doing, and a shaking of hands. 
The senators would turn round; even Webster 
would hesitate, as if bothered by the row, and, in 
short, the whole thing was more irregular, and 
unbusiness-like, than any one could have ima- 
gined. * Webster’s face is very remarkable, 

* As the winter resort of all the leading political men of 
the Union, Washington presents many attractions in point of 
sodety. Their wives and daughters, frequently the rdgning 
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particularly the forehead and eyes* The former 
projects ^^ingularly, absolutely overhanging the 
latter, which have a very melancholy, and occa^ 
sionally rather wild, expression. The subject 
upon which he was speaking was not one of par- 
ticular interest, — an estimate of the amount of 
French spoliations, by cruizers and privateers, 
upon the American commerce. The heat of the 
room was intolerable ; and after sitting till I was 
nearly suffocated, we. adjourned to the House of 
Representatives. On our way thither, we crosscxl 
a very beautiful circular vestibule, which holds the 
centre of the building. It was adorned w'itli 


beauties of their respective states and towns, generally ac- 
company them thither during the session ; and this con- 
gregating of people irom all parts of the country, together 
with the foreign ministers residing there, and the travellers 
drawn thither from mere curiosity, combine to give more 
variety to the gaieties of Washington than those of any of 
the other cities in the Union can boast. The Capitol is a 
favourite lounge in the morning; and the American lady- 
politicians are just as zealous in their respective parties as 
our own. I don’t know, however, that they would much 
relish listening to a long debate from that dismal hole, the 
lantern of the House of Commons, where one may listen, 
indeed, and even just manage to see, but where to he 
seen is an utter inlf)ossibility : neither do I think that many 
of them would stand for ibur long hours, as Miss ■ and 
poor Lady — did, during Brougham’s famoua reform bfll 
speech. 

VOL* II. 
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sundry memorable passages in American history 
done into pictures, by Colonel Trumbull. In the 
House of Representatives we were told we should 
hear nothing of interest, so turned ofij under Mr. 
• ’s escort, to the library, which is a com- 

fortable, well-sized room, where we looked over 
Audubon’s Ornithology, a beautiful work, and 
saw a man sitting, with his feet upon the table, 
I'eadiug, which is an American fashion. Met 
half the New York world there. After we had 
stayed there some time, we went into the House 
of Representatives. The room itself is lofty and 
large,* and very handsome, but extremely ill- con- 
structed for the voice, which is completely lost 
among the columns, and only reaches the gallery, 
where listeners are admitted, in indistinct and 
very unedifying murmurs. The members not un- 
frequently sit with their feet upon their desks. 
We walked out upon the terrace, and looked at 
the view of the Potomac, and the town, which, in 
spite of the enlivening effect of an almost sum- 
mer’s sky, looked dreary and desolate in the 
extreme. We then returned home. At half- 
past five, we went to the theatre. We were a long 
time before we could discover, among the intricate, 
dark little, passages, our own private entrance 
and were as nearly as possible being carried into 
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the pit by a sudden rush of spectators making their 
way thither ; I wish we had lieen ; I think I sliould 
like to have seen myself very much. The theatre 
is absolutely like a doll’s ])lay-house : it was com- 
pletely crammed with people. I played ill; I 
cannot act tragedy within half a yard of the 
people in the boxes. By the by, a theatre may 
very easily be too small for tragedies which is 
admirably adapted to comedies. In the latter 
specigs of dramatic representations, the incidents 
characters, manners, anti dresses, arc, for the 
most part, modern, — such as we meet with, or 
can easily imagine, in our own drawing-rooms, 
and among our own society. TJiere is little, if 
any, exaggeration of colouring necessary, and no 
great exertion of fancy needful either in the actor 
or audience in executing and witnessing such a 
performance. On the contrary, comedy, — high 
comedy, — generally embodying the manners, 
tone, and spirit of the higher classes of society, 
the smaller the space, consistent with ease and grace 
of carriage, in which such personifications take 
place, the less danger there is of the actor’s de- 
parting from that natural, quiet, and refined 
deportment and-delivery, which are, in the present 
day, the general characteristics of polished so- 
ciety. ’T is otherwise with tragic representations. 

G 2 
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They are unnatural, not positively, but compara- 
tively unnatural ; the incidents are, for the most 
part, strange, startling, unusual ; and though they 
always must be within possibility, in order to 
excite the sympathies of beholders, — though 
some of them may even be historical facts, — yet 
they are, for the most part, events which come 
within the probabilities of few of us, and this 
renders necessary a degree of excitement and 
elevation in the mind of the spectator, foreign to, 
and at variance with, the critical spirit of prosaic 
reality. Again, the scene of a comedy is gene- 
rally a drawing-room ; and the smaller the stage, 
the greater is the possibility of rendering it abso- 
lutely like what we all have seen, and are daily in 
the habit of seeing ; but to represent groves and 
mountains, or lakes, or the dwellings of the kings 
of the earth, satisfactorily to the spectator’s mind, 
there must be a certain distance observed, from 
which the fancy may take its stand for the best 
perception of what is intended. Whereas, in 
closer contact with such scenes, not only does their 
immediate proximity convey an unpleasing con- 
sciousness of the unreality of the whole, but the 
near and absolute detail of paii’it, canvass, and 
gilding, is obtruded in a manner that destroys all 
illusion, and, by disturbing the effect of the whole 



JOURKAI^ 


12S 


upon the spectator, necessarily weakens that part 
which depends solely upon the actor. The Same • 
thing applies to dress. Foil-stone, paste, and 
coloured glass, by French ingenuity, have been 
manufactured into toys, which, with the help of 
distance, may be admitted os representing thesplcn- 
dours of Eastern costume, or even the glittering trap- 
pings of those gaudy little superhumans, the fairies. 
But nearness utterly dissolves the spell, and these 
substitutes for magnificence become palpable im- 
positions, and very often most ludicrous ones. I 
have often been accused of studying my attitudes; 
but the truth is, that most things that are pre- 
sented to my imagination, instead of being mere 
abstractions, immediately assume form and colour, 
and become pictures ; these I constantly execute 
oil the stage as I had previously seen them in my 
fancy : but as few pictures as large as life sulmit 
of b^ng seen to best effect immediately close to 
the spectator, so the whole effect produced by a 
graceful attitude, fine colours, or skilful grouping 
on the stage, is considerably diminished when the 
space is restricted, and the audience brought too 
near the performers. So much for little theatres. 

■ — came in after the play. He tgld us that as 
he was coining out of the theatre, a Kentuckian 
accosted him with, Well, what do you think of 
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that *ere gal ? ” — — **• Oh,” hesitatingly replied 
“ I don’t quite know.” — Well,” retorted 
the questioner, any how, I guess she ’s o’ some 
account ! ” 


Tuesday i \5th. 

At eleven o’clock, Mr. called. Went with 

him to see the original of the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, also a few medals, for the most part 
modern ones, and neither of much beauty or 
curiosity. Afterwards went to the War Office, 
where we saw sundry Indian properties, — bows 
and arrows, canoes, smoking pipes, and what in- 
terested me much more, the pictures of a great 
many savage chiefs, and one or two Indian women. 
The latter were rather pretty ; the men were not 
any of them handsome ; scorn round the mouth, 
and cunning in the eyes, seemed to be the general 
characteristic of all their faces. There was a 
portrait of Red Jacket, which gave me a most 
unpoetical, low-life impression of that great pa- 
laverer. The names of many of them delighted 
me, — as, the Ever-aieake ; the Man that stands and 
trikes s the North Wind. One of the women’s 
names amused me a great deal, — the Woman that 
yoke ^rst s which title occasioned infinite surmise 
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among us as to the occasion on which she earned 
it. After we had clone seeing what was to i>e 
seen, we went on to the President’s house, which 
is a comfortless, handsome-looking building, with 
a withered grass-plot enclosed in wooden palings 
in front, and a desolate reach of uncultivated 

ground down to the river behind. Mr. 

gave us a most entertaining account of the levctes, 
or rather public days, at the President’s house. 
Every human being has a right to present himself 
there ; the consequence is, that great numbers of 
the very commonest sort of people used to rush 
in, and follow about the servants who carried re- 
freshments, seizing upon whatever they could get, 
and staring and pushing about, to the infinite 
discomfiture of the more respectable and better 
behaved part of the assembly. Indeed, the nui- 
sance became so great, that they discontinued the 
eatables, and in great measure got rid of the 

crowd. Mr. assured me that on one of these 

occasions, two ladies had themselves lifted up and 
seated on the chimney-piece, in order to have a 
better view of the select congregation beneath 

them. Mr. left us to go to the. Capitol, anVl 

we came hoir/fe. , Mr. j and Captain 

called. We sat discussing names ; which, 

in this country, are certainly more ambitious 
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than in any other in the world.* Besides Cap* 

tain * s classical family^ Mr. — — assured us 

that he knew of a man whose name was Return 

Jonathan Meigs ; and swore to one in New 

York called Alonzo Leontes Agamemnon Beau^ 
gardus. I have myself seen a Harmanus Boggs^ 
Aquila JoneSy and Alpheus Brett ; but I have not 
been favoured with an acquaintance with any such 

names as they quoted. appears to me 

altered since I saw him in England. He was 
always silent, and quiet, and gentle ; but there was 
an air of complacency and contented cheerfulness 

♦ The love of the sublime and beautiful, those aspirations 
after something more refined, more exalted and perfect 
than this world affords, in short, that spiritual propensity 
classed in its many and various manifestations by the phreno- 
logists under the title of ideality^ will have some vent, and 
under circumstances most adverse to its existence, will creep 
out at some channel or another, and vindicate human nature 
by flourishing in some shape over the narrowest, homeliest, 
lowliest, an4 least favourable guise it may put on. Cer- 
tainly America is not the country of large idealities, — it 
is the very reverse ; if I may create a bump, it is the country 
of large realities, L e, large acquisitiveness, large causality, 
large caution, and small veneration and wonder. Nathless 
some ideality must needs be, and is, and it creeps out in 
Christian names. I have heard sempstresses called Amanda 
and Emmeline, and we had a housemaid in New England 
called Cynthia. Our village carpenter is named Eudolph ; 
and if the spirit of the people appears to me unimaginative 
and unpoetical, I take great comfort in their fine names. 
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about him, which 1 think he has very much lost: 
he looks sad and careworn. I w'as sorry to see 
it. After dinner, sat writing journal. Mr. — — 
came in and sat some time with us. He is very 
clever and agreeable, and I like him greatly. 


Wednesday, 1 (>///. 

After breakfast, went to rehearsal. At half-past 
twelve, Mr. - came to ride with me. 'I'hc 
horse he had gotten for me was base ; but never 
mind, the day was excjuisitely mild and bright, — 
the sort of early spring-feeling day, when in 
England the bright gold, and pale, delicate violet 
of the crocus buds begin to break the rich, dark 
mould, and the fragrant gummy leaves of the lilac 
bushes open their soft brown folds. We had a 
very pleasant ride through some pretty woodlands 
on the opposite side of the river. At half-past 
five, went to the theatre. The jday was the 
Hunchback : the house was crowded. In the last 
scene. Master Walter upbraided me thus : — 

The engineer 

Who lays the last stone of his sea-buift tow’r. 

And smiling at it, bids the winds and waves 
To roar and whistle now — but in a night 
o 5 
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Beholds the tempest sporting in its place, 

May look agash as I did. 

Also in the exclamation, — 

Fathers, make straws your children : nature ’s nothing. 
Blood nothing: once in other veins it flows. 

It no more yav)ncih for the parent flood 

Than doth the stream that from the stream disparts. 

Mr. and came in after the play. We 

had a discussion as to how far real feeling enters 
into our scenic performances. ’T is hard to say : 
the general question it would be impossible to 
answer, for acting is altogether a monstrous ano- 
maly. John Kemble and Mrs. Siddons were 
always in earnest in what they were about ; Miss 
O’Neill used to cry bitterly in all her tragedy parts ; 
whilst Garrick could be making faces and playing 
tricks in the middle of his finest points, and Kean 
would talk gibberish while the people were in an 
uproar of applause at his. In my own individual 
instance, I know that sometimes I could turn 
every word I am saying into burlesque, (jiever 
Shakspeare, by the by,) and at others my heart 
aches, and I cry real, bitter, warm tears, as ear- 
nestly as if I was in earnest. 
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Thursday^ nth. 

Sat writing journal till twelve o’clock, when we 
went to Mr. — ’s. Took him up, and thence 
proceeded to the Presidency to be ]>resented .in 
due form. His Excellency Andrew Jackson is 
very tall and thin, but erect and dignified in his 
carriage — a good specimen of a fine olil well- 
battered soldier. His hair is verv thick and grev : 
his manners are perfectly simple and cpiiet, there- 
fore very good ; so are those of his niece, Mrs. 

, who is a very pretty person, and lady of the 

house, Mrs. Jackson having been dead sometime, 
lie talked about 8outh Carolina, and entered his 
protest against scribbling ladies, assuring us that 
the whole of the present southern disturbances 
had their origin in no largt?r a source than the nib 
of the )ien of a lady. Truly, if this be true, the 
lady must have scribbled to some purpose. We 
sat a little more than a quarter of an hour ; Mr. 

was calling at the same time.* We after- 

wards adjourned to Mr. ’s house. 

* I am neitlier sufficiently interested nor sufficiently well 
informed in the [politics of this country tf> have conceived 
any opinion of General Jackson, beyond that which the 
floating discussions of the day might suggest. Of his merits 
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Appointed Mr. to come down directly and 

ride with me. Drove with my father and Mr. 

to leave cards on , and then walked home. 

The day was bright and line, but very cold. Ha- 
bited, and at about one o’clock Mr. called 

for me. On going to the door, I found hitu and 
his horse, and a strange, tall, grey horse for me, 

and a young gentleman of the name of , to 

whom I understood it belonged, and whom 

Mr. introduced to me as very anxious to 

join my party. I was a little startled at this, 

as I did not quite think Mr. — ought to have 

brought any L>ody to ride with me without my 


as a statesinan I am totally incapable of judging, or of the 
effect which his peculiar policy is calculated to have upon 
the country. When first I came here I heard and saw tiiat 
he was tlie man of the people. In the dispute with 8oifth 
Carolina^ his firmness and decision of character struck me a 
good deal ; and when, in consequence of the temporary dis- 
tress occasioned by his alteration of the currency^ a universal 
howl was for a short time raised against him, which he with- 
stood without a moment’s flinching, I honoured him greatly. 
Of his measures 1 know nothing, but firmness, determination, 
decision, I respqct above all things; and jf the old General 
is, as they say, very obstinate, why obstinacy is so far more 
estimable than weakness, espedally in a ruler, that I think he 
sins on the right side of the question. 
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leave. However, as I was riding his horse, I was 
just as well pleased that he was by, tor I don’t 
like having the responsibility of such valuable 
property as a private gentleman’s horse to take 
care of. 1 told him this, alleging it as a reason 
for my preferring to ride jin indifferent hack horse, 
about which 1 had no such anxiety. He rejdied 
that 1 need have none about his. I told him 
laughingly that I would give him two dollars for 
the hire of it, and then I should feel cjuite happy; 
all which nonsense passed as nonsense should, 

without a comment. He is a son of ; I 

thought him tolerably j)leasant and well informed. 

' I ¥ * •*. 

1 would have a man who lived in the wretched- 
est corner of the earth think his own country the 
first of countries; for ’t is noble and natural, one of 
the most respectable instincts in the huinan heart. 
XVe rode till half-past three. 'J'he horse I was 

upon was, Mr. assured me, an Knglish one, 

but he had been long enough in this world to learn 
racking and forget every other more Christian 
pace ; he tired me dreadfully. After dinner, wrote 
journal till tirye to go to the theajre. The play 
was the School for Scandal ; in the fourth act of 
which Joseph Surface assured me that I was a 
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plethora J ! ! — Mr. came in and supped with 

us after the play. He gave us a very interesting 
account of a school that had been attempted to be 
formed in Massachussetts, for the purpose of edu- 
cating young men of the savage tribes, who were 
willing to become Christians, and receive instruction. 
It was obliged, however, to be given up, in conse- 
quence of several of them having fallen in love 
with and married American girls, whom they took 
away into the woods, many of them after they were 
there returning to their savage ways of living, 
which must have placed their wretched Christian 
wives in a horrible situation. 


Pridaify \Sth. 

At eleven, Mr. — ■■■ called to take D and 

myself to the War Office : I wanted her to see the 
Indian spoils there. On our way thither, he read 
us some very pretty verses which he htid written 
upon the subject of the ** woman who spoke first.” 
When we had seen what w^e wanted to see we 
returned home, and I began to habit. While 
doing so, received a most comical Yankee note, 
signed by Mr. — — , but written, I am sure, by 
Captain — — , to apprize me that the former was 
unwell, but that he. Captain , would accom- 
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pany me on horseback, if I pleased. The note 
was exquisite. I finished dressing, and then we 

set off. I charged Captain with the note, 

and he pleaded guilty, — the thing was evident. 
While we were riding. Captain — told me 
sundry most ex(]uisite native morceaux, and one 
thing that half-killed me with laughing. Mr. 

’s negro servant and Mr. — — ’s conversing 

together about me, one iisked the other if he had 

seen me yet at the theatre, to which Mr. 's 

man replied, “ No, sir; I have hatl the pleasure 
of seeing Miss Kemble in private society — he 

brings my horse down every morning for me ! 

# * # # * 

* * # * » 

Perhaps, after all, life Ls worlh no more tluin a 
laugh, and all ils strange mysteries of sin and 
suffering, its summer dreams of excellence innate 
and to be acquired, its fond yearning alfection-s, its 
deep passions, its high and glorious tending.s, — all 
but jests to make the worldly-wi.se smile, and the 
believers in them despair. God keep me from 

such thoughts ! — they are dreadful ! * 

# # # # 

# * * * # 

After dinner, wrote journal. At half-past five, 
went to the theatre : the play was the Hunchback, 
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— the house was very good. I wonder if any 
body on earth can form the slightest idea of the 
interior of this wretched little theatre ; ’t is the 
smallest 1 ever was in. Xhe proprietors are poor, 
the actors poorer ; and the grotesque mixture of 
misery, vulgarity, stage-finery, and real raggedness, 
is beyond every thing strange, and sad, and revolt- 
ing, — it reminds me constantly of some of 
Hogarth’s pictures, and passages in Goethe’s 
Wilhelm Meister. After the play, came home and 
supped. By the by, just as 1 had done breakfast 
this morning Judge ■ ■ ■ — called, who is the most 
exquisite original I have met with even in this land 
of their abundance. He gave me a long scolding 
for getting up so late, and assured me that I meant 
to settle in this country, at the same time drawing 
an enchanting picture of rural happiness to the 
west, — a cottage by a rivulet, with two cows, and 
just enough to starve upon ! — I think I see my- 
self there. This sentimental prophecy was pre- 
&ced by a remark that he knew I was very 
romantic, and interrupted every two minutes by a 
dexterous expectoral interjection, which caused me 
nearly to jump off my chair with dismay. 
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Saturday f 19/A. 

Giomo (Porrore ! — but I wo'n*t anticipate. They 
have settled to act Much Ado about Nothing, 
instead of the Inconstant. I have no clothes for 
BefU:rice, — but that don’t matter. After break- 
fast, went to rehearsal, and then walked with my 
father to se^ a very pretty model of what is to be 
the town-hall. It never will be, for the corpor- 
ation are as poor as ,Tob^s kittens^ (Americanism — 
communicated by Captain — ,) and the city of 
Washington itself is only kept alive by Congress. 
Talking of the city of Washington, — ’t is the 
strangest thing by way of a town that can be 
fancied. It is laid out to cover, I should think, 
some ten miles square, but the houses are here, 
there, and no where: the streets, conventionally, 
not properly so called, are roads, crooked or 
straight, where buildings are intended to be. 
Every now and then an interesting gap of a quar- 
ter of a mile occurs between those houses that 
are built: in the midst of the town, you can’t help 
fancying you are in the country; and between 
wooden palings^ with nothing to be «een on either 
side but cedar bushes and sand, you are informed 
you are in the midst of the town. The Elysian 
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^fields is a broken patch of moorland^ sand, and 
gravel: the Jardin des Plantes is a nursery- 
ground full of slips of shrubs a foot and a half 
high ; the Tiber, alias Goose Creek, is an unhappy- 
looking ditch ; — and Washington altogether 
struck me as a rambling, red-brick image of futurity, 
where nothing zs, but all things are to he. Came 
home and habited. At half-past twelve. Captain 

— — came for me ; just ar we were going, 

called. He was on horseback, and asked leave 
to join us, which I agreed to very readily. He 
was pilot, and led us round and about through 
the woods, and across the waters ; all of which, as 

Captain — observed, was in the day's work. 

W^e returned at half-past three. Directly after 
dinner, I set out to pay sundry cards. The day 
had been heavenly, — bright, and warm, and 
balmy ; the evening was beautifully soft ; and as 
I drove over hill and dale, marsh and moorland, 
through the city of Washington, paying my cards, 
the stars came out one after another in the still 
sky, and the scattered lights of the town looked 
like a capricious congregation of Jack-o’-lanterns, 
some high, some low, some here, some there, 
showing more distinctly, by the .dark spaces be- 
tween them, the enormous share that emptiness 
has in the congressional city. One of my visits 
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lay nearly three miles out of town, so that I was 
not back until six o’clock. As I came rushing 
along the corridor, I met P— ■ ■ ■ coming to meet 
me, who exclaimed, witli an air of mingled horror 
and satisfaction, ** Oh, here you are ! — here is 

cofifee and Mr. waiting for you ! ” I went 

into the room, and found a goodly-looking per- 
sonage, old enough to know better, sitting with 
my father, who appeared amazingly disturbed, 
held an open letter in his hand, and exclaimed, 
the moment I came in, Tliere, sir, there is the 
young lady to speak for herself.” I coiirtesied, 
and sat down. “ Fanny,” quoth my father, 
** something particularly disagreeable has oc- 
curred, — pray, can you call to mind any thing 
you said during the course of your Thursday’s 

ride, which was likely to be offensive to Mr. , 

or any thing abusive of this country ? ” As I have 
already had sundry specimens of the great talent 
there is for tattle in the exclusive coteries of this 
gossiping new world, I merely untied my bonnet, 
and replied, that I did not at that moment recollect 
a word that I had said during my whole ride, and 
should certainly not give myself any ti ouble to do 
so. ** Now, my»dear,” said my fathei^ his own eyes 
flashing with indignation, ” don’t put yourself 
into a passion ; compose yourself, and recollect. 
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Here is a letter I have just received.” He pro- 
ceeded to read it, and the contents were to this 

effect — that during my ride with Mr. I 

had said I did n ot choose to ride an American 
gentleman’s horse, and had offered him two doUars 
Jbr the hire <ff his ; that, moreover, I had spoken 
most derogatorily of America and Americans ; in 
consequence of all which, if my father did not 
give some explanation, or make some apology to 
the public, I should certainly be hissed off the 
stage, as soon as I appeared on it that evening. 
This was pleasant. I stated the conversation as it 
had passed, adding, that as to any sentiments a 
person might express on any subject, liberty of 
opinion, and liberty of speech, were alike rights 
which belonged to every body, and that, with a 
due regard to good feeling, and good breeding, 
they were rights which nobody ought, and I never 

would forego. Mr. opened his eyes. I 

longed to add, that any conversation between me 
and any other pei'son was nobody’s business but 
mine, and his or hers, and that the whole thing 
was, on the part of the young gentleman con- 
cerned, the greatest piece of blackguardism, and 
on that qf the old gentleman cconcemed, the 
greatest piece of twaddle, that it had ever been 
my good fortune to hear of. For,” said Mr. 
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*■, “ not less than fifty members of Congi*ess 

have already mentioned the matter to me.” Fifty 
old gossiping women ! why the whole thing is tor 
all the world like a village tattle in Fngland, among 
half a dozen old wives round their tea-pots. All 
Washington was in dismay ; and my evil deeds 
and evil words were the town talk, — fields, gaps, 
marshes, and all, rang with them. This is an 
agreeable circumstance, and a display of national 
character highly entertaining and curious.* It gave 

* The national vanity of the French, an<l pride and pre- 
judice of tlie English, are proverbial : it is, however, fortu- 
nate for lioth that tliey carry these qualities to such an excess, 
that it is a matter ol‘ extreme <lifficulty to shake the gootl 
opinion which they entertain of themselves. Thus, Uireigncrs 
may visit Englaml, as Frenchmen have done, and swear that 
the sun never shines there, and that the only ripe fruit the 
country affords is roastetl apples. John Bull, nothing wrath, 
wra[>s himself still closer in his own dear self-approval, and 
ill the plentitude of self-content, drinks his brown stout, and 
basks by gas-light. On his part, he goes over to Paris, 
votes the whole beau pays de France horrible, because he 
can’t get port wine to drink, or boiled potatoes to cat ; in 
spite of which. Monsieur does not attempt to turn him out of 
his country, but eats his ragouts, and drinks his chably, and 
shrugs his shoulders at the savage islander, from the seventh 
heaven of self-satisfaction. It were much to be desired that 
Americans had a little more national vanity, or national 
pride. Such an flnhappily sensitive comintinity surely never 
existed in this world ; and the vengeance whh which they 
visit people for saying they don’t admire or like Uieni, would 
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me at the time, however, a dreadful side-ache* 
and nervous cough. 1 went to the theatre, dressed, 
and came on the stage in the full expectation of 
being hissed off it, which is a pleasant sensation, 
very, and made my heart full of bitterness to 
think I should stand, — as no woman ought to 
stand, — the mark of public insult. However, 
no such thing occurred, — I went on and came off 
without any such trial of my courage ; but I had 
been so much annoyed, and was still so indignant, 
that I passed the intervals between nly scenes in 


be really terrible if the said [)eople were but as mortally 
afraid of abuse as they seem to be. I would not advise 
either Mrs. Trollope, Basil Hall, or Captain Hamilton, ever 
to set their feet upon this ground again, unless they are am- 
bitious of being stoned to death. I live myself in daily ex- 
pectation of martyrdom ; and as for any body attempting to 
earn a livelihood here who has but as much as said he pre- 
fers the country wliere he was born to this, he would stand 
a much better chance of thriving if he were to begin business 
after confinement in the penitentiaiy. This unhappy species 
of irritability is carried to such a degree here, that if you ex- 
press, an unfavourable' opinion of anything, the people are 
absoliftely astonished at your temerity. I rem'ember, to my 
no little amusement, a lady saying to me once, I hear you 
are going to abuse us dreadfully ; of course, you ’ll wait till 
you go back to England, and then shower it down upon us 
finely.” 1 assuedd her I was not in the le&st afraid of stay- 
ing where I was, and saying what 1 thought at the same 
time. 




JOURNAL. 


143 


crying) — which) of coursC) added greatly to the 

mirth and spirit of my performance of Beatrice. 

In the middle of the play, Mr. and Capttiui 

came beliind the scenes, and then, indeed, 

I was quite glad to see Englishmen ; though their 
compassionate sympathies for my wrongs, and 
tender fears lest 1 should catch cold behind those 
horrid scenes, very nearly set me oil' crying again. 
A soft word, when one is in deep commiseration 
of one’s self, is very apt to open the flood-gates ; 
but 1 was ashamed to cry before them, so tried to 
keep my heart-swellings down. When the play 
was over, came home. Mr. came and sup- 

ped with us. By the by, he called this morning 
before I went out riding, and expressed many 
sorrows at our departure. He is a clever and 
extremely well-informed man, and 1 like him 
very much. W’hen he was gone, sat talking over 

the affair. My father was in a greater 

passion than 1 think 1 ever saw him bel()re. 1 am 
sure 1 would not have warranted one of that 
worthy young gentleman’s bones, if he had fallen 
in with him. I am very glad he did not; for, to 
knock a man down, even though he does deserve 
it, is a serious matter rather. 



144 


JOURNAL. 


Wednesday^ 30M, 
Philadelphia. 

After breakfast, practised for an hour : wrote 

journal. Mr. , the wild-eyed, flowing-haired, 

white-waistcoated, velvet-collared, call- 

ed upon me. He sat some time asking me ques- 
tions; but, since the — — affair, I have grown 
rather afraid of opening my mouth, and he had 
the conversation chiefly to himself. Finished jour- 
nal ; dined at half-past three : after dinner, went 

and sat with Mrs. . ' One Mr. , a Boston 

man who was at Mrs. ’s ball last night, was 

in her room. 1 was introduced to him, and he 

spoke of the ^*8. * * * 

* # * * * 

***** 

Sat with them till coflfee-time. Went to the theatre 
at half-past five. It poured with rain, in spite of 
which the house was very good: the play was 
Fazio. When 1 came on in my fine dress, at the 
beginning of the second act, the people hailed me 
with' such a tremendous burst of applause, and 
prolonged ijt^so much, that I was greatly puzzle 
to imagineWmit on earth possessed them. 1 con- 
cluded they were pleased with my dress, but could 
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not help being rather amused at tlieir vehement 
and continued clapping, considering they had seen 
it several times before. However, they ceased nt 
last, and I thought no more about it. Towards 
the time for the beginning of the third act, which 
opens with my being discovered waiting for Fazio’s 
return, as I was sitting in my dressing-room work- 
ing, I) suddenly exclaimed, “ Hark ! — what 

is that?” opened the door, and we heard a 

tremendous noise of shouts and of applause. “ They 

arc waiting for you, certainly,” said 1) . She 

ran out, and returned, saying, “ The stage is cer- 
tainly waiting for you, Fanny, for the curtain is 
up.” I rushed out of the room ; but on opening 
the door leading to the stage, I distinctly heard 
my father’s voice addressing the audience. I 
turned -sick with a sort of indehiiite apprehension, 
and on enquiry found that at the beginning of the 
play a number of handbills had been thrown Into 
the pit, professing to quote my conversation with 

Mr. at Washington, and calling upon the 

people to resent my conduct iu the grossest and 
most vulgar terms. This precious document had, 
it seems, been brought round by somebody to my 
father, who immediately went on with it in his 
hand, and assured the audience that tl^ whole thing 
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was a falsehood. I, scarce heard what he said; 

though 1 Stood at the side scene : I was crying 
dreadfully with fright and indignation. How I 
wished 1 was a caterpillar under a green goose- 
berry-bush I * * * * 

***** 

***** 

Oh, how 1 did wince to think of going on again 
after this scene, though the feeling of the audience 
was most evident; for all the applause I had fancied 
they bestowed upon my di'ess, was, in fact, an un- 
solicited testimony of their disbelief in the accus- 
ation brought against me. They received my 
father’s words with acclamations ; and when the 
curtain drew up, and I was discovered, the pit 
rose and waved their hats, and the applause was 
tremendous. I was crying dreadfully, and could 
hardly speak ; however, I mastered myself and 
w'ent on with my part, — though, what with the 
dreadful exertion that k is in itself, and the pain- 
ful excitement 1 had just undergone, I thought I 
should liave fainted before I got tlirough with it. 
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S(t/t(r(laify Frb. 2d. 

After breakfast, ■ called to see how I did 
after my walk : he sat for some time. At twelve, 
went out paying bills and calls ; bought a Ciernian 

eolina ; sat some time with old Mrs. , and 

spent a delightful hour with Mr. and his fa- 

mily. He is a most agreeable person, but he thinks 
too well of acting. Came home ; dined at three; 

Mr. and Mrs. dined with us. After dinner, 

went into her room, and remained there till time 

to go to Uic theatre. Young and Dr. 

came in. The play w'as the (iamester : it was my 
benefit, and I am afraid the good folks who ad- 
dressed that amiable placard to the public will 
have been rather ill satisfied with their suggestion 
about my benefit. The house was literally cram- 
med, in consequence of that very circumstance, — 
crammed is the w'ord. When the curtain drew 
up, they applauded me witlmut enil, and I courte- 
sied as profoundly as I was able ; indeeil, 1 am 
extremely obliged to this same excellent public, 
for they have testifietl most satisfactorily every 
way the kindest feeling possible for me, and the 
most entire faith *in my good behaviour. I di<l not 
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play well, my voice so dreadfully aflected by 
my cough. 


Monday f ^th. 

Dined at three. After dinner, Mrs. came 

into our room, where I sang and played till time to 
go to the theatre. The play was the Merchant of 
Venice, and Katharine and Petruchio for the farce ; 
— my father’s benefit ; the house was crammed 
from floor to ceiling as full as it could hold ; so 
much for the success of the hand-bills. Indeed, 
as somebody suggested, I think if we could find 
the author of that placard out we are bound to 
give him a handsome reward, for he certainly has 
given us two of the finest benefits that ever were 
seen. I heard that a man said the other day that 
he should not be surprised if my father had got the 
•whole of this up himself. Oh, day and night ! that 
such thoughts should come into any human being’s 
head.* At the end, the people shouted and shriek- 
ed for us. He went on, and made them a speech, 
and I went on and made them a courtesy; and 

* I have been assured, I know not how truly, that the 
whole of thip .hffiur ori^natcd with an Englithnian. ^is 
piece of information was given me by a person who said he 
knew such to be the fact, and, also knew the man. 
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certainly they do deserve the civillest of speeches^ 
and lowest of courtesies from us, for they have 
behaved most kindly and courteously to us ; and 
for mine own good part, I love the whole city of 
Philadelphia from this time Ibrtli, for ever more.* 

* It may not be amiss here to say one word with regard 
to the gratitude which audiences in some parts of the world 
claim from actors, and about which I have lately heard a 
most alarming outcry. Do actors generally exercise their 
profession to please themselves and gratify their own espe- 
cial delight in self-exhibition ? Is that profession in its 
highest walks one of small physical exertion and fatigue (1 
say nothing of mental exertion), and in its lower paths is 
it one of much gain, glory, or ease ? Do audiences, on the 
other hand, use to come in crowds to play-houses to sec in- 
difibrent performers ? and when there, do they, out of pure 
charity and good-will, bestow their applause as well as their 
money upon tiresome performances ? 1 will answer these 

points as far as regards myself, and therein express the gra- 
titude which I feel towards the frequenters of theatres. I 
individually disliked my profession, and had neither pride 
nor pleasure in the exercise of it. I exercised it as a matter 
of necessity, to earn my bread, — and verily it was in the sweat 
of niy brow. The parts which fell to my lot were of a most 
laborious nature,*and occasioned sometimes violent mental 
excitement, always immense physical exertion, and sometimes 
both. In those humbler w alks of my profession, from whose 
wearisomencss I was exempted by my sudden favour with 
the public, I have seen, though not known, the most painful 
drudgery, — the most constant fatigue, — the mast sad con- 
trast between real &Lrcs and feigned mciriments, -— the most 
anxious penurious and laliorious existence imaginable. For 
the part of my questions which regarded the audiences, I 
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Mr. came round to the stage door to bid us 

good-night ; and as we drove off, a whole parcel 


have only to say, that I never knew, saw, heard, or read of 
any set of people who went to a play-house to see what 
they did not like ; this being the case, it never occurred to 
me that our houses were full but as a necessary consequence 
of our own attraction, or that we were applauded but as the 
result of our own exertions. T was glad the houses were 
full, because I was earning my livelihood, and wanted the 
money ; and I was glad the people applauded us, because it 
is pleasant to please, and human vanity will find some sweet- 
ness in praise, even when reason weighs its worth most 
justly. Thus I cannot say that in general I had any great 
gratitude towards ray audiences. Once or twice, however, 
that feeling was excited between me and ray witnesses, and 
the circumstance of which I have spoken in my journal was 
one of the instances. But this was a different matter alto- 
gether. I was no longer before an audience labouring for 
their approbation as an actress. I was dragged before so 
many judges in my own person, to answer for words spoken 
in private conversation. The same clapping of bands with 
which they rewarded my exertions in my profession, was the 
only method by which they could intimate the not guilty,” 
which was their judgment upon the appeal that had been 
made to them against me ; but with this difference, that I 
never -felt obliged to them, or grateful for their applause be- 
fore, and did feel obliged and grateful for their verdict then. 
Now, as regards the benefit-nights of actors, I do not observe 
that even on th^se occasions much gratUtide is owing to the 
people who attend them; for 1 know,* and so does eveiy 
member of the profession, that the oldest and best actor on 
any stage, — the one who for a series of years has appeared 
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of folk, who had gathered round the door to see us 
depart, set up a universal hurrah ! How strange 


before audiences to wliom his private respectability and worth 
were well known,— the longest established of the 

public (as they are termed), will assuredly have empty 
houses on his benefit-nights, if, trusting to the feeling of 
that public, to whom he owes so much gratitude, he failed 
to secure the assistance of whatever star (tragedian, panto- 
mimist, or dancing dog, it matters not which), happens to be 
the newest object of attraction. I speak all this more par- 
ticularly as regards this country, for it is here that I have 
heard most of this species of cant. Gratitude is a good 
word and an excellent thing, and neither in speaking or act- 
ing should it be misapplied. In the oristocratical lands over 
the water, this nonsense about patronage might surprise one 
less ; but in America it seems strange there should be any 
mistake about a simple matter of traffic — is nothing in 
life else. We give our health, our strength, our leisure, and 
our pleasure, for your money and your applause, neither of 
which do we beg or borrow from you. This being the case, 
where lies the obligation, and where the gratitude ? As to 
the pretty speeches which actors make when called from be- 
hind the curtain, they always appeared to me very much of the 
same order as advertisements in newspapers — A. 1). returns 
his grateful acknowledgments to the public for their liberal 
support, &c. &c. That calling performers on after a play is 
a foreign, not an English, custom, and, to my mind, one 
more honoured in the breach than in the observance. Ex- 
traordinary occasions might warrant extraordinary demonstra- 
tions ; but it is a jpity to make that a common ceremony, 
which, rarely granted, would be a gratifying testimony of 
feeling, and excite rational gratitude in those on whom it 
was conferred. 
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a thing it is, that popular shout. After all, Pitt 
or Canning could get no more for the finest oratory 
that human lips ever uttered, or the wisest policy 
that human brain ever devised. Sometimes they 
got the reverse ; but then the hereafter — there *s 
the rub ! Praise is so sweet to me that I would 
have it lasting : above all, I would wish to feel 
that I deserved it. I must do so if I am to value 
it a straw ; and acting, even the best that ever was 
seen, is, to my mind, but a poor claim to appro- 
bation. 1 think the applause of an audience in a 
play-house should be reckoned with the friendly 
and favourable opinions of a good-natured tipsy 
man, — ’t is given under excitement. Oh Lord ! 
how unsatisfactory all things are. 


Wednesday^ ISih, 
New York. 

After dinner, came in. He sat himself 

down, and presently was overhead in reminiscences. 
His account of Tom Paine’s escape from the Con- 
ciergerie, on the eve of being guillotined, was 
extremely interesting. His own .introduction to, 
and subsequent acquaintance with, that worthy, 
was equally so, and his summing up was highly 
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characteristic. I tell ye, madam, the saving of 
that man’s life was an es()ecial providence, that he 
might come over to this country} where liis works 
have done so much harm, and might have done so 
much more, and just exemplify the result of his 
own principles put into practice in his own per- 
son, and show that the glorious light of reason, 
and the noble natural gifts of man, of which he 
preached so much, would neither prevent a man’s 
becoming a drunkard and a spendthrift, nor a 
debased, degraded being. If Paine hud been 
guillotined, madam, he would have been a martyr, 
and his works would have had ten times the 
power of evil they had before. But he lived to 
be a miserable, low unthrift, and sot, and died 
neglected and despised by all reputable and re- 
spectable individuals, and I say again, it was a 
manifest providence that he did so.” We left 
the gentlemen to their wine for a short time, but 

were presently summoned back. had gone 

to the theatre. began his history to me, 

and it was, word for word, a repetition of Galt’s 
book, except that occasionally it was more touch- 
ing. The pity of all this is, the roan’s own con- 
sciousness that he is a lion. His v^ity is almost 
as amusing as his recollections are curious and 
interesting; and though the tears were in my eye 
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several times while he -described the blessed time 
he lived with his sweet Phebe, yet at others, I 
could scarce help exclaiming, in the words of his 
own countryman, “ Heigh, cretur, cretur ! thou 
hast unco plause o’ thysel’ ! ” He ended his nar- 
rative with a eulogy of women that would have 
warmed the heart of a stone ; and to my utter 

surprise, addressed Mr. with, “ Out upon 

ye, bachelors, all ! ye tlirow away your lives, and 
your life’s happiness ! ” This last attack of — - ’ s 

seemed too much for Mr. ; and, as I turned 

to him with the tears in my eyes, to desire he would 
not laugh, which he was doiiig very heartily, he said 
he couldn’t stand it any longer, and went away, 

apparently more amused than edified by ^’s 

appeal. 


Thursday^ Wilt. 

4 

St. Valentine’s day ! I wish all these pretty, 
golden days, which, like the flowers in the sun- 
dial of Linnceus, were wont so gaily to mark the 
flight of time, were not becoming so dim in our 
calendars ; 1 wish St. Valentine’s day, and May 
morning, an4 Christmas day, and New-Year’s 
day, were not putting off their holyday suits to 
wear the work-day russet of their drudging fel- 
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lows ; I wish we were not making all things, of 

all sorts, so completely of a neutral tint. * 

« # * # # 

# # # « # 

I wouldn’t be in the Reform Parliament of Eng- 
land for ten thousand pounds ! , and , 

the bruiser, and the bankrupt ! Oh, shame, 
England, shame ! — Poor England ! 


A RHAPSODY. 

White sitting on the sea, 

Tell to me, oh, tell to me. 

How long shall thy reigning he. 
White lady, sitting on the sea ? 

Long as the oak with which I ’in crown’d 
Shall bear one leaf above the ground^ 
Round which the crawling ivy’s grasp 
Its cursed tendrils does not clasp ; 

Long as one foot remains to stand 
Finn on its own ancestral land ; 

Or one true man be left to claim 
The burden of a noble name ; 

Long as one Gothic shrine shall rise 
With ’scutcheon’d tomb, and banner’d stall. 
Or the blest glances of the skies. 

Through Jftoried casements dimly All ; 

Long as one heart shall beat to hear 
Legends of the old, valiant time ; 

H 6 



156 


JOURNAL. 


Long as the Sabbath wind shall bear 
The music of one haunting chime. 

White lady, sitting on the sea. 

Tell to me, oh, tell to me. 

When shall thy downfalling be. 

White lady, sitting on the sea ? 

When the vile kennel mud is thrown 
Upon the ermine of the king, 

Anil the old worships are cast down 
Before a rabble’s triumphing ; 

When toothless is young again 

To do the mischief he but dreams. 

And little shall make more plain 

The good that glitters through his schemes ; 

When the steam engine of the north 
Leaves making essays and wry faces ; 

And patriot Whigs forget the worth 
Of pensions, power, pride, and places ; 

, When on the spot where Burke and Pitt 
Earn’d their high immortality. 

Boxers and bankrupts boldly sit. 

Then, then shall my downfalling be. 

Monday^ 16th. 

After breakfast, went to rehearsal ; came Imme 
and stitched at my Franfoise de Foiar head-dress. 
My father is extremely unwell ; I scarce think he 
will be able to get through his part to-night. 
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After dinner, practised, and read a canto in Dante. 
It pleases lue when I refer to Biagioli’s notes, to 
find that the very lines Alficri has noted, are those 
under which 1 have drawn my emphatic pencil 
marks. At half-post five, went to the theatre. 
The play was Macbeth, for my benefit : the house 
was very full, and I played very ill. My father 
w'as dreadfully exhausted by his work. 1 had an 

interesting discussion witli Mr. about the 

costume and acting of the w'itchcs in this awful 
play. I should like to sec them acted and dressed 
a little more like what they should be, than they 
generally are. It has been always customary, — 
lieaven only knows why, — to make low come- 
dians act the witches, and to dress them like old 
fish-women. Instead of the wild unearthly ap- 
pearance which Banquo describes, and which 
belongs to their most terrible and grotesquely 
poetical existence and surroundings, we have 
three jolly-faced fellows, — whom we are ac- 
customed to laugh at, night after night, in every 
farce on the stage, — with as due a proportion of 
petticoats as any woman, letting alone witch, 
might desire, jocose red faces, peaked hats, and 
broomsticks, wrhich last addition alone makes their 
costume different from thatof Moll Flagon. If 1 had 
the casting of Macbeth, 1 would give the witches to 
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the first melo-dramatic actors on the stage, — such 
men as T, P. Cooke, and O. Smith, who under- 
stand all that belongs to picturesque devilry to 
perfection, — and give them such dresses, as, with- 
out ceasing to be grotesque, should be a little 
more fanciful, and less ridiculous than the esta- 
blished livery ; something that would accord a 
little better with the blasted heath, the dark, 
fungus-grown wood, the desolate, misty hill-side, 

and the flickering light of the caldron cave, f 

# # # # « 

# # # # # 

f I would recommend Rctsch’s etchings of Macbeth to 
the study of all representatives of the witches : there is great 
sublimity and fearfulness in their figures and attitudes. By 
the by, in looking over those unique etchings (I mean ail 
those he has executed), the colossal genius of Shakspeare is 
brought more fully in its vastness to our conviction ; for the 
genius of the artist, — which has fallen no whit behind the 
first work of one of the first men of this age, — sinks in utter 
impotence under the task of illustrating Shakspeare. The 
wonder, and the beauty, and the pity of Faust, are as strong 
and true in the outlines of Retsch, as in the words of Goethe 
— the drawings equal the poem; ’tis the highest praise they 
can receive : and it is only when we turn from these perfect 
works, to contemplate his outlines of Shakspeare, that we 
feel, by the force of comparison, how unutterably beyond all 
other conceptions arc those of Shakspeare. Retsch’s etch- 
ings, both of Hamlet and Macbeth, are, compared with his 
German illustrations, failures. Hamlet is the better of the 
two; but he seems to have quailed under the other in utter 
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Wednesday, 20l7i, 

After breakfast, and Mr. came. 

gave me the words and tune of a bewitching 

old English ballad. Mr. called and sat some 

time with me : I like him mainly, — he ’s very plea- 
sant and clever. That handsome creature, Mme. 

, called with her daughter and her son-in- 

law. Mr. and dined with us. After 

dinner, came to iny own room, sang over 's 

ballad, and amused myself with writing one of my 
own. At half-past five, took colfce, and off to the 
theatre. The house was very full ; play, the 
Stranger ; I didn’t play well : I ’d a gown on that 
did not At me, to which species of accident our ari 
is marvellously subservient ; for a tight arm-hole 
shall mar the grandest passage in Queen Con- 
stance, and too long or too short a skirt keep one’s 
heart cold in the balcony scene in Juliet. Came 
home ; supped ; finished marking the Winter’s 
Tale. W’hat a dense fool that fat old Johnson must 
have been in matters of poetry ! his notes upon 
Shakspeare make one 'swear, and his summing up 


inability — Macbifth himself falls far short of all that he 
should be made to express ; and as to Lady Macbeth, Retsch 
seems to have thought he bad better not meddle with her. 
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of the Winter’s Tale is worthy of a newspaper 
critic of the present day, — in spirit, I mean, not 
language ; Dr. Johnson always wrote good En- 
glish. — What dry, and sapless, and dusty earth 
his soul must have been made of, poor fat man ! 
After all, ’t is even a greater misfortune than fault 

to be so incapable of beauty. * * 

# ★ # # * 

* * # # 

BALLAD. 

The Lord’s son stood at tlie clear spring head. 

The May on the otlier side, 

** And stretch me your lily hand,” he said, 

“ For Lniust mount and ride. 

And waft me a kiss across the brook. 

And a curl of your yellow hair ; 

Come suminbr or winter, I ne’er shall look 
Again on your eyes so fair. 

Bring me my coal-black steed, my squire. 

Bring Flectfoot forth I ” he cried ; 

** For three-score miles he must not tire, 

To bear me to my bride. 

** His foot must be swift, though my heart be slow; 

He carries me towards my sorrow ; 

To the Earl’s proud daughter 1 made my vow. 

And I must wed her to-morrow.’* 
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The Lord’s son stood at the altar stone, — 

The Earl’s proud daughter near : 

** And what is that ring you have gotten on. 
That you kiss so oft and so dear ? 

Is it a ring of the j’ellow gold. 

Or something more precious and bright 
Give me that ring in my hand to hold. 

Or I plight ye no troth to-night.** 

It is not a ring of the yellow gold. 

But something more precious and bright ; 

But never shall hand, save my hand, hold 
This ring by day or night,” 

** And now 1 am your wedded wife. 

Give me the ring, I pray.” — 

“ You may take my lands, you may take my life. 
But never this ring away.” 

They sat at the board ; and the lady bride 
Bed wine in a goblet pour’d ; 

And pledge me a health, sweet sir,*V8hc cried, 
** My husband and my lord.” 

The cup to his lips he had scarcely press’d. 
When he gasping drew his breath. 

His head sank down on his heaving breast. 

And he said, “ It is death I it is death ! — 

“ Ob, bury me under the gay green shaw 
By the brook, ’neath the heathery sod. 

Where last lier blessed eyes I saw. 

Where her blessed feet last trod I ” 



J017KNAL. 




Saturday^ 2Sd. 

We came home at two. — and the horses 
were waiting for me : we mounted and rode down 
to the Hoboken ferry, where we crossed. The 
day was like an early day in spring in England ; a 
day when the almond trees would all have been in 
flower, the hawthorn hedges putting forth their 
tender green and brown shoots, and the primroses 
gemming the mossy roots of the trees by the water- 
courses. The spring is . backwarder here a good 
deal than with us : to be sure, it is sudden 
compared with ours, — as my poetising friend 
hath it, — 

** Not with slow steps^ in smiles, in tears advancing. 
But with a bound, like Indian girls in dancing.” 

■v 

I do not like this : I like to linger over the sweet 
hourly and daily fulfilment of hope, which the 
slow progress of vegetation in my own dear 
country allows one full enjoyment of; to watch 
the leaf from the bark, the blossom from the bud; 
the delicate, pale-white, peeping heads of the 
hawthorn, to the fragrant, snowy* delicious flush 
of flowering ; the downy green clusters of small 
round buds on the apple trees, to the exquisite. 
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rosy-tinted clouds of sofi blossoms waving against 
an evening sky. The melted snow had made the 
roads all but impassable ; however, the day was 
delightfully mild and sunny, and therefore wc did 
not get chilled by the very temperate rate at which 
we were obliged to proceed. We turned off to 
look at the Turtle Pavilion, and pursuing the 
water’s edge, got up upon a species of high dyke 
between some marshes that open into the river. 
Our path, however, was presently intercepted by 
a stile, and as the horses were not quite of the 

sort one could have risked a leap with, got 

off and endeavoured to lead his charger round 
the edge of the steep bank, but the brute refused 
that road, and we were forced to turn back ; and, 
after floundering about over some of the roughest, 
worst ground imaginable, we e’en went out of the 
Hoboken domain at the gate where we entered, 
and pursued that beautiful road overlooking the 
Hudson, under that fine range of clifls which are 
the first idea, as it were, of the Palisadoes. We 
took the lower road down into the glen below 
Weehawk. The sun shone gloriously : the little 
fairy stream that owns this narrow glade was 
singing and dancing along its bq^utiful domain 
with a sweet, gleesome voice, and a succession of 
little sparkling breaks and eddies that looked like 
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.laughter. We left the muddy road, and turned 
our horses into the stream ; but its bed was very 
stony and uneven, and we were obliged to turn 
out of it again. We rode like very impudent 
persons up to the house on the height. The house 
itself is too unsheltered for comfort either in 
summer or winter, but the view from its site is 
beautiful, and we had it in perfection to-day. 
Standing at an elevation of more than a hundred 
feet from the river, we looked down its magni- 
ficent, broad, silvery avenue, to the Narrows — 
that rocky gate that opens towards my home. 
New York lay bright and distinct on the opposite 
shore, glittering like a heap of toys in the sunny 
distance: the water towards Sandy Hook was 
studded with sails ; and far up on the other side 
the river rolled away among shores that, even in 
this wintry time of bare trees and barren earth, 
looked gay and lovely in the sunshine. We turned 
down again ; but after crossing the bridge over the 
pretty brook, we took an upper path to the right, 
and riding through some leafless, warm, sunny 
woodlands, joined the road that leads to the We^ 
hawken height, and so returned to New ¥br|e* 
On our way, discussing the difference between' re- 
ligion as felt by men and women, — — agreed 
with me, that hardly one man out of five thousand 
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Keld any distinct and definite religious belief. He 
said that religion was a sentiment, and that as 
regarded all creeds, tliere was no midway with 
them ; that entire faith or utter disbelief were the 
only alternatives; for that displacing one jot of any 
of them made the whole totter, — which last is, in 
some measure, true, but I do not think it is true 
that religion is only a sentiment. There are many 
reasons why women are more religious than men. 
Our minds are not generally naturally analytical — 
our educations tend to render them still less so : 
’t is seldom in a w<nnan’s desire (because seldom 
in her capacity) to investigate the abstract bear- 
ings of any metaphysical subject. Our imagin- 
ations are exceedingly sensitive, our subservience 
to early impressions, and exterior forms, propor- 
tionate ; and our habits of thought, little enlarged 
by experience, observation, or proper culture, 
render us utterly incapable of almost any logical 
train of reasonings. With us, I think, therefore, 
faith is the only secure hold ; for disbclicl^ acting 
upon mental constructions so faulty and weak, 
would probably engender insanity, or a thousand 
species of vague, wild, and mischievous enthu- 
siasms.* I believe, too, that women arc more 

* I wonder how long it will be before men begin to con- 
sida* the rational education of the mothers of their diildren 
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religious than men, because they have warmer and 
deeper affections. There is nothing surely on 
earth that can satisfy and utterly fulfil the capacity 
for loving which exists in every woman’s nature. 
Even when her situation in life is such as to call 
forth and constantly keep in exercise the best 
affections of her heart, as a wife, and a mother, it 
still seems to me as if more would be wanting to 


u matter of sonic little moment. How much longer arc wc 
to lead existences burdensome to ourselves and useless to 
others, under the influence of every species of ill training that 
can be imagined ? How much longer arc the physical evils 
under which our nature labours to be increased by effeminate, 
slothful, careless, unwholesome habits ? How much lonj^cr 
are our minds, naturally weakened by the action of a highly 
sensitive nervous construction, to be abandoned, or rather 
devoted to studies the least likely to strengthen and ennoble 
them, and render them independent, in some measure, of the 
infirmities of our bodies V Ilow much longer are our ima^ 
ginutions and feelings to be the only portions of our spiritual 
nature on which culture is bestowed ? Surely it were 
generous in those who are our earthly disposers to do some- 
thing to raise us from the state of half-improvement in which 
we arc suflered to linger. If our capacities arc inferior to 
those of men, — which I believe, as much ns I believe our 
bodies to be inferior to theirs in strength, swiftness, and en- 
durance, — let us not be ovcrwheltucd with all tihe additioMl 
shackles that foolish and vain bringing up can add ; let us at 
least be made as* strong in body and as vise in mind as we 
can, instead of being devoted to spiritual, mental, and physi- 
cal weakness, far beyond that \^hich we inherit from nature. 
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fill the measure of yearning tenderness, which, 
like an eternal fountain, gushes up in every 
woman’s heart ; therefore I think it is that we 
turn, in the plenitude of our alfections, to that 
belief which is a religion of love, and where the 
broadest channel is open to receive tiie devoted- 
ness, the clinging, the confiding trustfulness, which 
are idolatry when spent upon creatures like our- 
selves, but become a bolj' worship when offered 
to Heaven.* Nor is it only from the .abundance 
and overflowing of our affections that we are 
devout ; ’t is not only from our capacity of loving, 
but also from our capacity of suffering, that our 
piety springs. Woman’s physical existence, com- 
pared with that of man, is one of incessant en- 
durance. 'I’ll is in itself begets a necessity for 
patience, a seeking after strength, a holding forth 
of the hands for support ; thus, the fragile frame, 
the loving heart, and the ignorant mind, are in 
us sources of religious faith. But it often happens 
that those affections, so strong, so deep, so making 
up the sum and stibstance of female existence, 
instead of being happily employed, as I have sup- 
posed above, arc converted into springs of acute 

* Was it not Mine, de Sevigne who said with such truth 
and bitter satire, “ Mrne. de — — s’est jet^e dans la devotion, 
e’est a dire, eile a change d’amant 
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suffering. These wells of feeling hidden in the 
soul, upon whose surface the slightest smile of 

afEection falls like sunlight, but whose very depths 
are stirred by the breath of unkindness, are too 
often unvisited by the kindly influence of kindred 
sympathies, and go wearing their own channels 
deeper, in silence and in secrecy, and in infinite 
bitterness, — undermining health, happiness, the 
joy of life, and making existence one succession 
of burden-bearing days, and toilsome, aching, 
heavy hours. It is in this species of blight, which 
fiills upon many women, that any religious faith 
becomes a refuge and a ■ consolation, more espe- 
cially that merciful and compassionate faith whose 
words arc, “ Come unto me, all ye that labour 
and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.” 
To that rest betakes itself the wearied spirit, the 
wounded heart ; and it becomes a blessing beyond 
all other blessings ; a source of patience, of for- 
titude, of hope, of strength, of endurance ; a shelter 
in the scorching land, — a spring of water in the 
wilderness. # # # * 
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Saittrday, April 13th, 

At a quarter after four, drove down to the boat. 

— — was waiting to see us off, and presently 

made his appearance to see us on. Owing to the 
yesterday’s boat not having sailed, it was crowded 
to-day, and freighted most heavily, so as to draw 
an unusual quantity of water, and proceed at a 
much slower rate than common. At a few minutes 
after five, the huge brazen bell on deck began to 
toll ; the mingled crowd jostled, and pushed, and 
rolled about; the loiterers on shore rushed on 
board ; the bidders-farewell on board rushed on 

shore ; D and I took a quiet, sunny stand, 

away from all the confusion, and watched, from 
our floating palace. New York glide away like a 
glittering dream from before us. A floating palace 
indeed it was, in size and in magnificence: 1 
never saw any thing to compare with the beauty, 
and comfort, and largeness of all its accommoda- 
tions. Our Scotch steam-boat, the United King- 
dom,!^. A cockboat to it, and even the splendid 
Hudst^iiilQifit, the North America, is far inferior 
to it ill respect, except, I believe, swiftness, 
-—but then these Boston boats have scnnetimes 

VOL. II. I 
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very heavy sea to go through.* Besides the ladies’ 
cabin, this boat is furnished with half a dozen 
state rooms, taken from the upper deck, — an 
inexpressible luxury. Into one of these our night- 
bags were conveyed, and we returned to the deck 
to watch the sun down. A strong and piercing 
wind blew over the waters, and almost cut me in 
half as I stood watching the shores, which I did 
not wish to lose by going in. However, I might 
have done so, and lost but little ; for after passing 
Hell-gate, where the rocks in the river and the 
banks have rather a picturesque appearance, there 
was neither form nor comeliness in the flat, weari- 
some land to either side; and the only objects 
which detained me on deck were the bright blue 


* The cleanliness of the table furniture, and the neatness 
of the attendants, is one of the most essential comforts of 
these boats. The linen, and knives and forks, &c. at our meals, 
were remarkably clean and bright. On more than one occa- 
sion, too, being rather lute for the public breakfast, we have 
been indulged with a small separate table in the quiet recess 
•t the end of the great eating and sleeping cabin, —a fevour 
only to be appreciated by people unaccustomed to any 
ordinaries, much less steam-boat dinner-tables with some* 
times near two hundred guests. On board liD'tiie other 
boats, the only alternative is to have what 
you into the ladies* cabin. To those who have on<%^ 
the atmosphere of a ** ladies* calun,** ibswill be 
imagine how such an alternative should not be proSluc 
an a m a rin g aaviitg of the boatfs proyisiona. 
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waters themselves, all shining in the sunset, and 
those lovely little boats, with one mast and two 
glittering sails, scudding past us like fairy craft 
upon the burnished waves. At about eight, we were 
summoned down to tea, which was a compound 
meal of tea and supper. The company were so nu- 
merous that they were obliged to lay the table twice. 
We waited till the crowd had devoured their feed, 
and had ours in comparative peace and quiet. An 
excellent man, by name , an officer in the 
American army, made himself known to me, con- 
sidering, as he afterwards told me, his commission 
to be a sufficient right of introduction to any body. 
He was a native of Boston, and was returning to 

it, after an absence of fourteen if ears. * 

* * * * * 

* * * * # 

Sunday, 14tth. 

The morning was beautifully bright and clear. 
While dressing, heard the breakfast bell, and re- 
ceived sundry intimations to descend and eat ; how- 
ever, I declined leaving my cabin until 1 bad done 
which I achieved very comfortably at 
during, which time the ship weathered 
'Opiltht Judith, ''where the Atlantic comes in to the 
shore between the termination ei lAHig Island 

I 2 
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aild the soudiera extremity of Rhode Island. 
The water is generally rough here, and I had 
been prophesied an agreeable little fit of sea sick- 
ness; but no such matter, —we passed it very 
smoothly, and presently stopped at Newport, on 
Rhode Island, to leave and take up passengers. 
The wind was keen and bracing ; the morning 
beautifully bright and sunny ; the blue waters, all 
curled and crisped under the arrow-like wind, 
broke into a thousand sapphire ridges tipped with 
silver foam, that drove away in sparkling showers 
before the bitter breath of the north. We entered 
Providence river in a few moments, and steamed 
along between Rhode Island and the main land, 
until we reached Providence, a town on the shore 
of Rhode Island, where we were to leave the boat, 
and pursue our route by coach to Boston. 1 

walked on deck with Captain for an hour 

after breakfast, breasting the wind, which almost 
drove us back each time we turned up the deck 
towards the prow. After my walk, went in^ 
righted my hair, which the wind had dressed d la 
JhmtiCi and came and sat in the sun with Brew** 
steeps book, — which 1 like mainly, — till we 
reached Providence. The boat, was so hnvily 
laden that she drew an enormous quantity of 
water, and was fairly aground once, as we were 
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nearing the pier. When the crowd of passengers 
had ebbed away, and we had seen them pack 
themselves into their stages^and drive oi^ we ad- 
journed to our exclusive extra, which, to our great 
sorrow, could not take all our luggage after aU. 
The distance from Providence to Boston is forty 
miles ; but we were six hours and a half doing U 
over an excellent road. The weather was beauti- 
ful, but the country still sad and wintry-looking. 
Tlie spring is backwarder here than in New 
York by full three weeks : the trees were all bare 
and leafless, except the withered foliage of the 
black oaks, and the face of the country, with its 
monotonous rises, and brooks flowing through 
flat fields, reminded me of parts of Cumberland. 
£very now and then, however, we came to a little 
lakelet, or, as they call them here, pond, of the 
holiest, deepest dark-blue water, sparkling like a 
magic sapphire, against smooth, bright, golden, 
sandy shores, and screened by vivid thickets of 
cedar bushes. They were like little bits of fairy- 
land, and relieved the wearisomeness of the road. 
As we approached Boston, the country assume4 
a more cultivated aspect, — the houses in the 
road*stde villa^s were remarkabjy neat, and 
parettj^ and . cottage-like, — the land was well 
ftfined; and the carejfiil cultivation^ and stone 

X S 
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wallsy which perform the part of hedges here, to> 
gether with the bleak look of the distances on 
each side, made me think of Scotland. We 
entered Boston through a long road with houses 
on each side, making one fancy one’s self in the 
town long before one reaches it. We did not 
arrive until half-past six. Went to my own room 
and dressed for dinner. When I came to the draw- 
ing-room, found the *s : dear was half 

crazy at seeing us again. After dinner, came to 
my room with her, and righted all my clothes, 
and established myself ; after tea, returned to the 
same work, and, at about half-past ten, came to 
bed. Here we are in a new place ! — how deso- 
late and cheerless this constant changing of homes 
is : the Scripture saith, ** There is no rest to the 
wicked ; ” and truly I never felt so convinced of 
my own wickedness as I have done since I have 
been in this country. 


Mondm/t IBth. 


Went over to the theatre to rehearse Faziob 
Mr. — ' , however, met us at the dooii *4 4Mid 
assured me there was no necessity for my 
so till to-morrow. ■ — - - came early to 
and stayed all the morning. - Mr. 
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this morning} — I was quite glad to see him, — 
and Mrs. — — , whom I thought beautiful. Tried 
to finish letter to — ■ , but was interrupted about 
a dozen times. At about half-past four, the horses 
came to the door. The afternoon was lovely, and 
the roads remarkably good : 1 had a fine, hand'- 
some, spirited horse, who pulled my hands to 
pieces for want of being properly curbed. We 
rode out to Cambridge^ the University of Massa- 
chussetts, about three miles distant from Boston. 
The village round it, with its white cottages, and 
meeting roads, and the green lawns and trees 
round the college, reminded me of England. We 
rode on to a place cidled Mount Auburn, a burial- 
ground which’‘thc Bobtoiiiuns take great pride in, 
and which is one of the lions of the place. The 
entrance is a fine, solid, granite gateway, in a 
species of Egyptian style, with this inscription 
engraved over it ; “ Then shall the dust return to 
the earth as it was, and the spirit shall return 
unto God, who gave it.” • The whole place is 

* My astonishment was unfeigned, when, upon an after 
• inspection, I found this very lofty gateway was constnietad of 
{•ptdfiUd wood. What! a cheat, a sham thing at the threshold 
of grave 1 — surely, thereabouts pretences should have an 

Sham magnificence, too, is sad ; aif iron rulings or a 
paUng, would, to my mind, have been a thousand 
better than this mock granite. Let us hope tint this is 
z 4 
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at present in an unfinished state, but its capa* 
bilities are very great, and, as far as it has pro* 
gressed, they have been taken every advantage of. 
The enclosure is of considerable extent, — about 
one hundred acres, — and contains several high 
hUls and deep ravines, in the bottom of which are 
dark, still, melancholy-looking meres. The whole 
is cut, with much skill and good taste, by roads 
for carriages, and small, narrow footpaths. The 
various avenues arc distinguished by the names of 
trees, as. Linden walk. Pine walk. Beech walk ; and 
already two or three white monuments are seen 
glimmermg palely through the woods, reminding 
one of the solemn use to which this ground is con- 
secrated, which, for its beauty, might seem a 
pleasure-garden instead of a place of graves. Mr. 
— — delighted me very much: he told me he 
was looking for a plot of earth in this cemetery 
which he intended to dedicate to poor Lnglish 
people, who might come out here, and die without 
the means of being decently laid to rest. We 
looked, with this view, at a patch of ground on 
the slope of a high hill, well shadowed over with 

4 .^ 

merely a temporary entrance, — there is rea/ granite enoil^v 
to be had at Quincy; and if the li^nng can’t affi>rd it, 
the dead will never miss it,— and any thing would be better 
than an imitation gateway. 
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trees, and descending to a great depth to a dark 
pond, shining in the hollow like an emerald. 

was sad and touching to gaze at that earth, with 
the thought that amidst strangers, and in a strange 
land, the pity of a fellow-countryman should here 
allot to his brethren a grave in the cjuiet and 
solemn beauty of this hallowed ground. Our 
time was limited ; so, after lingering for a shoiif 
space along the narrow pathways that wind 
among the dwellings of the dead, wc rode home. 
We reached Boston at a quarter to seven. My 
&ther and D were already gone to the the- 

atre. I dressed, and went over myself immediately. 
The play was begun : the house was not very full. 
The managers have committed the greatest piece 
of mismanagement imaginable, — they advertise 
my father alone in Hamlet to-night, and instead 
of making me play alone to-morrow nighty and so 
securing our attraction singly before we act toge- 
ther, we arc both to act to-morrow in Fazio, which 
circumstance, of course, kept the house thin 
to-night. My ihther’s Hamlet is very beautiful. 
’T is curious, that when I see him act I have none 
' ;Ae absolute feeling of contempt for the pro- 
Ifbsiion diat I have while acting mysel£ What 
Wdoes appear^ indeed, like the work of an artist ; 
and Uiough I always Imnent that he loves it aa he 

1 5 
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dpesy and has devoted so much care and labour to 
it as he has» yet I certainly respect acting more 
while 1 am seeing him act than at any other 
time.* Yet surely, after all, acting is nonsense^ 
and as I sit here opposite the churchyard, it 
seems to me strange to think, that when I come 
down into that darkness, I shall have eaten bread, 
during my life, earned by such means. The 
Ophelia was perfectly beautiful : 1 think I scarcely 
ever saw a more faultless piece of mortality 

* The spirit of man of its own dignity ennobles whatever 
it devotes itself to. The most trivial actions may become 
almost heroical from the motive which prompts them, and 
the most absurd ceremonies of superstition sincerely prac- 
tised, may excite pity, but neither contempt nor ridicule. If 
such a thing as an enthusiastic shoemaker were to be met 
with, there is no doubt but his feeling of his craft would ele- 
vate it into something approximating an art, and his work 
would bear witness to his veneration for it. At the time 
when the stage was in its highest perfection, its members had 
ali a great love and admiration for thdr profession ; many of 
them were men of education and mental accomplishment, 
and brought to bear upon their labour all the intdlectual 
stores which they possessed. They respected thmr own 
work, and it was respectable; they thought acting cqnibte of 
elevation, of refinement, of utility, and their faith in it hi.> 
vested it vrith dignity. Of this class were all my 
fiunily. One reason why the stage and every tiring bdang^g 
to it has fidlen to so low an ebb now, is^beeanse actors hsM 
ceased to care fbr thdr*profesrion themsdvea^*— thqr fueno 
^ongm' artists,-— acting is no longer on art 
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in point of outward loveliness* The eyes 
and brow of an angel, serene and calm, yet 
bright and piercing; a mouth chiselled like a 
Grecian piece of sculpture, witli an expression of 
infinite refinement ; fair round arms and hands, a 
beautifully moulded foot, and a figure that seemed 
to me perfectly proportioned. It did not perhaps 
convey to me the idea of such absolute loveliness 

as *s figure did; but altogetlier 1 think I 

never saw a fairer woman — it was delightful to 
look at her. * The audience are, upon the whole^ 
cold ; — very still and attentive, however, and when 
they do warm it is certainly very efiectiially, for 

they shout and hurrah like mad. * 

* « * * • 


Wednesday^ Vlth, 

Somebody very civilly has sent me that beautiful 
book, R<^rs*s Italy : it set me wild again with 

* Besides the advantage of possessing the very prettiest 
collection of actresses I ever saw, the theatre at Boston has 
decidedly the best company I have played with any vihera out 
of London. Some of the old leaven alluded to in the last 
■Ota eidats amongst the ladies and gentlemen of the Treoiont 
. fibeatie: they do not seem to desinae their wmk, and it is, 
•.gwenlly speaking^ well done therefore. Qur pieces weroall 
lemaiiubly well got up thme; and the greenroom is both 
reqiectoUe and agreea ble . 

1 6 
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my old frenzy for the south of Europe. Wrote to 
; after dinner, practised for an hour ; at half- 
past five, off to the theatre. The house was 
crammed : the play, the Stranger. It is quite 
comical to see the people in the morning at the 
box-ofiice : our window is opposite to it, and ’t is a 
matter of the greatest amusement to me to watch 
them. They collect in crowds for upwards of an 
B6ur before the doors open, and when the bolts 
are withdrawn, there is a yelling and shouting as 
though the town were on fire. In they rush, 
thumping and pummelling one another, and not 
one comes out without rubbing his head, or his 
back, or showing a piteous rent in his clothes. I 
was surprised to see men of a very low order 
pressing foremost to obtain boxes, but I find that 
they sell them again at an enormous increase to 
others who have not been able to obtain any ; and 
the better to carry on their traffic, these worthies 
smear their clothes with molasses, and sugar, &c., 
in order to prevent any person of more decent 
appearance, or whose clothes are worth a cent, 
fifoih coming near the box-office : this is ingenious, 
and deserves a reward. Our other window. Ibolts 
Out upon a large churchyard, in tbe midst of 
'Which stands & cenotaph, erected -^by VianUin fn 
honour of his father. Between the v^ww of the 
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play*house, and the view of the burial-ground, my 
contemplations are curiously tinged. This house 
(the Tremont) is admirably quiet and comfortable. 


Thursdaiff \%th. 

AHer break&st, went to rehearsal, — the School 
for Scandal, — however, half the people weren’t 
there, so the rehearsal was nought. Came home, 
and at half-past eleven, rode out; the day was 
beautifiilly bright : we rode to a beautiful little 
mere, called Jamaica Pond, through some country 
very like Scotland. We turned from the road 
into a gentleman’s estate, and rode up a green rise 
into an enclosed field, which commanded an extmi- 
sive view of the country below. But the spring 
tarries still, and though her smile is in the sky, 
the trees are leafless, and blossomless, and wintry- 
looking still. We came in by a pretty village 
called Roxbury, about two miles and a half distant 
from Boston : here we stopped to get a no8^;i^ 
for my Jjadj Teazle, at a very pretty green-house, 
kept by a mechanic, who has devoted bis leuaure 
hours to the pleasurable and profitable pursuits of 
gardening. We returned to town at about hd^ 
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past two. 1 ran into the drawing-room, and found 

sitting with my father. * * 

***** 

***** 

Saitarday, ^Oth. 

Walked up to the State House. The day was 
any thing but agreeable ; a tremendous high wind, 
(easterly of course, — 't is the only wind they have 
in Boston,) and a burning sun tempered only by 
clouds of dust, in which, every two minutes, the 
whole world, — at least, as. much as we could see 
of it, — was shrouded. On entering the hall of 
the State House we confronted Chantry’s statue 
of Washington, which stands in a recess imme> 
diately opposite the entrance. I saw that, how 
many years ago, in his study at Pimlico ! We 
proceeded to mount into the cupola, whence a very 
extensive view is obtained of the city and its sur- 
roundings, — and a cruel height it was ! I began 
it at full speed, like a wise woman, but before I 
got to the top was so out of breath, that 1 could 
hardly breathe at all : defend me from such alti- 
iudes I -~and after all, the day was ha^ and not 
ftivonrable for ^ our purpose; the* wind came in 
through the windows of the lantern like a tor- 
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nado; and, as my father observed, after the 
exertion of ascending, *t was the very best place 
in the world for catching one’s deatli of cold. 
We came down as quickly os we could. At about 
twelve, we rode to Mount Auburn. The few days 
of sunshine since we were last there have clothed 
the whole earth with delicate purple and white 
blossoms, a little resembling the wood anemone> 
but growing close to the soil, and making ohe 
think of violets with their pule purple colour : they 
have no fragrance whatever. We afterwards rode 
on to a beautiful little lake called Fresh Pond, 
along whose margin we followed a pretty woody 
path : a high bank covered with black-looking 
pines rose immediately or. our right, and on our 
left the clear waters of the rippling lake came 
dancing to and fro along the pebbly shore, which 
shone bright and golden under their crystal folds. 
We stood with our hats off to receive the soft wind 
upon our brows, and to listen to the chiming of 
the water upon the beach, the most delicious sound 
in all nature’s orchestra. We then turned back' 
and rode home. By the by, on our way out to 
Mount Auburn we took the Charleston road, and 
rode over Bunker Hill. They have begun a 
monum^t upbn the spot where General Warren 
was killed, to commemorate the event. I folt 
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stfangely as I rode over that ground. Mr. ■■■ ' ■ '» 
was the only American of our party, but though 
in the minority, he had rather the best of’ it. 
And this is where so much English blood was 
shed, thought 1 ; for after all, *t was aU English 
blood, — do as they can, they can never get rid 
of their stock; and deeply as oppression and 
resistance have dug the grave in which all kindred 
feeling seems for a time to have been buried, — 
*t is only, 1 believe and trust, for a time, — buried 
in blood and fierce warfare, to spring up again in 
peace and mutual respect. England and America 
ought not to be enemies, *t is unnatural while the 
same language is spoken in both lands. Until 
Americans have found a tongue for themselves, 
they must still be the children of old England, for 
they speak the words her children speak by the 
fireside of her homes. Oh, England ! noble, 
noble land ! They may be proud of many things, 
these inheritors of a new world, but of nothing 
more than that they are descended from English- 
men ; that their fathers once trod the soil 
whereon has grown more goodness, more great- 
ness, more beauty, and more truth, than on any 
other earth under God’s sun. * * 
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At hftl^^past four, we went to dine with the * s. 
Their house is very pretty and comfortable. 
"When firtt we went in, we were shown into a 
couple of drawing-rooms, in which there were 
beautiful marble copies of one or two of the 
fomous statues. One of Canova’s dancing girls, 
the glorious Diana, a reclining figure of Cleo« 
patra, — an exquisite thing, — the crouching Ve» 

nus, and the lovely antique Cupid and Psyche. 

* * • * * 

»**.«• 

’T is strange that feelings should pass from our 
hearts and minds as clouds pass from the face of 
heaven, as though they had never been there ; — 
yet not so, after all ; they do not pass so track- 
lessly, — they do leave faint shadows behind ; they 
leave a darker colour upon the face of all exist- 
ence: sometimes they leave a sad conviction of 
wasted capabilities, and time, precious time, ex- 
pended in vain. Yet not in vain : even though 
our feelings change, — pass, perhaps, to our own 
consciousness — cease altogether, — H is not in 
vain — life is going on — experience and solemn 
wisdom may come with the coming time; and 
existence is, after all, but a series of experiments 
upon our spirilual nature. Our trials vary with 
our years ; and though we deem (too often 
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r^htly) that suffering and disaf^intinent are 
but barren thorns, whereon grows neither fruit 
nor flower, ’t is our sin that they are so, for they 
are designed to bear an excellent harvest. ** Sweet 
are the uses of adversity ; ” so he has said who 
knew all things, and so indeed to the wise they 
are. 


Tuesday^ 30/A. 

We rode down to the Chelsea Ferry,” and 
crossed over the Charles river, where the shore 
opposite Boston bears the name of that refuge for 
damaged marine stores. The breath of the sea was 
delicious, as we crossed the water in one of the 
steam-boats constantly plying to and fro, and on 
the other side, as we rode towards the beach, it 
came greeting us delightfully from the wide wa- 
ters. When we started from Boston, the weather 
was intensely hot, and the day promised to be like 
the day before yesterday, a small specimen of 
the dog-days. We had about a five miles* ride 
through some country that reminded me of Scot- 
land: now and then the dreary landscape was 
relieved by the golden branches of a willow tree, 
and the delicate, pale peach blossonl8,and tiny white 
buds in the apple orchards, peeping over some stme 
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dyke, like a glanoe over the wall from the merry 
laughing spring. So we reached Chelsea beach, 
a curving, flat, sandy shore, forming one side of a 
small bay which runs up between this land and a 
rocky peninsula that stretches far out into the 
ocean, called Nahant. At the extremity of the 
basin lay glimmering a white, sunny town, by 
name Lynn } — ’t is quite absurd the starts and 
stares which the familiar names cause one for 
ever to make here. This small bay is beautifully 
smooth and peaceful, the shore is a shelving reach 
of hard, fine sand, nearly two miles long, and the 
wild waves are warded off in their violence from 
it by the rocky barrier of Nahant. How happy 
I was to see the beautiful sea once more, — to be 
once more galloping over the golden sands, — to 
be once more wondering at and worshipping the 
grandeur and loveliness of this greatest of Ood*s 
marvellous works. How I do love the sea ! — > 
my very soul seems to gather energy, and life, 
and light, from its power, its vastness, its bold, 
bright beauty, its fresh, invigorating airs, its 
glorious, triumphant, rushing sound. The thin, 
thin rippling waves came like silver leaves spread- 
ing themselves over the glittering rand with just a 
little, sparkling, pearly edge, like the cream of a 
bright glass of champagne. Close along the 
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£^ore the water was of that pide, 
green colour, that blends so d^ioately with tbh' 
horizon, somotimes at sunset; 'Init out beyehd^ 
towards the great deep, it wore that serene^ af)^ 
holiest blue that surrounds one in mid-ocean, 
when the earth is nearly as far bd:ow as the 
heaven seems high above us. For a short time 
,my spirits seemed like uncaged birds ; I rejoiced 
tiilih all my might, — - 1 could have shouted aloud 
for delight; 1 galloped far along the sand, as 
close in to the water’s restless edge as my horse 
would bear to go. But the excitement died away, 
and then came vividly back the time when last I 
stood upon the sea beach at Cramond, and lost 
myself in listening to that delicious sound of the 

chiming waters — 1 was many years younger then. 

« * • • * 

w * * * * 

The end of my ride was sadder than the begin- 
ning, for at first my senses alone took cognizance 
of what surrounded me, and afterwards my soul 
looked on it, and it grew dark. We rode two. 
miles along the beach, and stopped at a little 

wooden hut, where, Mr. told me, sportsnliet^ 

who come to s)ioot plover along the flats by flte 
shore, resort to dress their dinners and refresh 
themselves. Here we dismounted : lay in the sun 
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on .the roof with the iresh, sweet» blessed breath 
of h^ven ihnning us. My horse thought proper 
to break his bridle and walk himself off through 
the; . fields they followed him with corn, and 

various inducements ; and 1, mean time, ran 

down to the. water, collecting interesting relics, 
muscle shells, c]uartz, pebbles, and sea-weed } 
finally, we remounted and returned home. The 
weather had changed completely, and become' 
quite bleak and cold : the variations of the climate 
in this place are terrible. As we rode down a 
pleasant lane towards the Salem road, we met a 
large crowd of country-jjeople busily employed in 
raising the framework of a house. In this part of 
the country, the poorer class of people build their 
houses, or rather, the wooden frames of their 
houses, entirely before they set them up. When 
the skeleton is entirely finished, they call together 
all tlieir neighbours to assist in the raising, which 
is an event of much importance, and generally ends 
in a merry-making. The filling up the outline of 
the habitation, which they do with boards here, is 
an after work : the frame seems to be the material 
part of the building, and slight enough too, I 
thought, for protection against these bitter east 
winds. We reached home at about half-past two* 
The. play was Much Ado about Nothings the 
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liouse was spoilt by lihe fftbr wbkii ladies 'have 

been getting up for the blind hcSre* and whu^ was 
lighted and open for inspection prei^ons Ip to- 
morrow, when the sale is to taka place* * 
***** 

***** 

LINES. 

* * # and I 

Am reading, too, my book of memory : 

M^'ith eyelids closed, over the crested foam. 

And the blue, marbled sc^, T seek my home. 

All present things forgotten, on the shore 
Of the romantic Forth I stand once more ; 

Once more I hear the waves* harmonious strife ; 

Once more, upon the mountain coast of Fife, 

I sec the checker’d lights and shadows fall. 

Upon the sand crumbles the ruin’d wall 
That guards no more the desolate demesne. 

And the deserted mansion. High between 
The summer clouds the Ochil hills arise ; 

And far, far, like a shadow iii the skies, 

Ben fLomond tow’rs aloft: in sovereign height* 

O, Cramond beach I are thy sands still as bright - 
Thy waters still as sunny, thy wild shore 
As lonely and as lovely os of yore ? 

Haunts of my happy time ! as ¥raadering back 
Along my life, on memory’s faithful itrack> 

How fair ye seem, — how fair, how dear ye are ! 

Ye need not to be gazed at from afiur t 
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Tim nili||||iliiiiuiii ii li ikIi iiii brighter hue ; 

Tour baw^jr and your peacefulness « cre true 

youra the charms from which wc weaned straj, 
*jbid eywu them only when they ’re fir tiwa^. 

Qt he ye Meat for all the happiness 
Whiled) I have known in >oiir wild lunelincss. 

Old sea^ whose voice yet chimes upon my car, — 
Old paths, whose c\crv windint; step was deal, — 
Dark, rocky pi omontui ics, — c t lioiiig ta\ c s. 

Worn hollow by the white iect of the waves,— 
Blue, lakc-likc waters, — legend-haunted isle. 

Over jc all, bright bo the summers smile ; 

And gently f dl the winter on tour bre.i&t. 

Haunts of my youth, my ineinory’s place of rest. 


JVcdnisfha/y May \ht. 

Mr. came in the moining, and 1 settled 

to call down at eleven lor Mrs. to go to the 

fair. We drove to Faneuil Hall, a building o{v* 
posite the market, which was appropiiated to the 
uses of the fair ; but the crowd was so dense round 
the steps, that we found it impossible to approach 
them, and wisely gave up the attempt, determining 
to take our drive, and dieii come back and try our 
later fortune. We drove down to the Chelsea 
beach. The day was bleak and cold, though 
bright, with a cutting east wind. After tiddng a 
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g^x>d race alon^ ^ ‘l){'%ht:y creaming edg<^ wa 
returned to the catriage, and drove Into tomi iigain 
to the fair, which we managed at laat t0 enter*’ 
The whole thing was crowd, crush, and confusi^, 
to my bewildered eyes. We got upon a platform 
behind the stalls, and squeezed our way to Mrs. 
" ■ ■ - *s shop, where my lather had desired me to 
buy him a card-case, which I did. 1 found — — — 

installed in her stall. joined us, and Mr. 

who drew me away to his wife’s table, 
where I bought one or two things, and having 
emptied my purse, came away. After dinner, Mr. 

— came in : he showed us some things he had 
bought at the fair. 1 thought the prices enormous, 
but the money is well spent in itsell^ or rather, on 
its ultimate object, and the immediate return is’of 
no import. 


Thursday f *id. 

After breakfast, went over to rehearsal ; at half* 
past eleven, went out to ride : the day was heavenly, 
bright, and mild, with a full, soft, sweet spring 
breesse blowing life and health over one. The 
golden willow trees were all in flower, and the dir, as 
we rode by them, was rich with their fragrance. The 
dey was as glorious as the sky of Baradiset thewlwle 
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world was ftlR of loveliness ; and my spirits were in 
most harnionions tune with all its beauty. We rode 
along the chiming beach, talking gravely of many 
matters, ^ temporal and spiritual ; and when we 
reached the pines, 1 dismounted, entreated for a 
scrap of paper, and, in the miserable little parlour 
of this miserable little mansion, sat down and 
scribbled some miserable doggrel to ease my 
heart. How beautiful the scene around me was ! 

— the bright, boundless sea, smooth as a sap- 
phire, except at the restless, rippling edge; the 
serene, holy sky looking down so earnestly and 
gently on the flowering earth ; the reviving 
breeze, dipping like a bird its fresh wings into the 
water, — how beautiful nil things did seem to me, 

— how full of witnesses of the great power and 
goodness that created them. Why is it that 
clouds ever come between us and God when there 
are seasons like this, when we seem to sit at his 
very feet, — • when his glory and his mercy seem 
the atmosphere we are breathing, and our whole 
existence is lifted, for a time, into the reality of all 
we hope and pray for ? Yet these are but passing 
emotions : they are not, indeed, the very spirit of 
God, they are but reflections pf his images 
caught from the glorious mirror of nature. The 
sky becomes cloudy, — the sea stormy ; the Uoa^ 

VOL. II. K 
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soming and the bearing seasons pass avay* and 
winter comes apace, with withered aspect, and 
bitter, biting breath ; the face of the universe be* 
comes dark, and the trust, and faith, and joy of 
our souls, fade into doubt, disbeliel^ and sorrow. 
Infirmity and imperfection pluck us back from 
our heavenward flight, and the weight of our mor- 
tality drags us down fast, fast again towards the 
earth. These fair, outward creatures, and the 
blessed emotions they excite, will pass away, — • 
must — do pass away, — and where is the abiding 
revelation of God to which we shall turn ? It 
lives for ever, in the still burning light of a strong 
and steadfast soul ; in the resolute will and high 
unshaken purpose of good; in the quiet, calm, 
collected might of reason ; in the undying warmth 

and brightness of a pure and holy heart. * 

* » # * * 

***** 

My ride did me ten thousand goods. As we were 

riding through Mrs. * s farm, a little boy 

came running to meet me with his hand full of 
beautiful flowers, which he stood upon tiptoe to 
thrust into my hand, and, without waiting to be 
thanked, rushed back into the house. 1 was de* 
lighted: the flowers were exquisite, and the 
manner of the rwy enchanting. Altogether, 
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I do not kilow when I have been so completely 
filled wiUt pleasurable emotions as during thb 

Tide. # # * * 

# ■ * * * * 

***** 

LINES. 

To the smooth beach, the silver sea 
Comes rippling in a thousand smiles. 

And back again runs iiiuriiuiringly. 

To break around yon distant isles. 

The sunshine, through a lloating veil 
Cl’ golden clouds, looks o’er the wave. 

And gilds, far off', the outline pale. 

Of many a rocky cape and cave* 

The breath of spring conies balmily 
Over the newly blossom’d earth ; 

The smile of spring, on sea, and sky. 

Is shedding light, and l<5vc, and mirth. 

I would that thou wert by rny side. 

As underneath the rosy bloom 
Of flowering orchard trees I ride. 

And drink their fragrant, fresh perfume; 

1 would that thou wert by my side. 

To feel this soft air on thy brow. 

And listen to the chiming tide 
Along that smooth shore breaking now ; 

I would that thou wert here to Jiless, 

As 1 do now, the love and care. 

That with such wealth of loveliness. 

Have made life’s joumeying-land so fair* 

K 2 
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1 have taken several enormous rides round Boston^ 
and am more and more delighted with its envi- 
rons, which are now in full flush of blossoming, 
as sweet, and fresh, and lovely as any thing can 
be» On Saturday, rode to the Blue Hills, a dis- 
tance of upwards of twelve miles. The roads 
round this place are almost as good as roads in 
England, and the country altogether reminds me 
of that dear little land.^ These Blue Hills were, 

* To the English traveller, around whose heai't the love 
of country and the influences of early association may yet 
cling. New England appears to me, of all the portions of the 
United States which I have visited, most likel}' to aSbril 
gratification ; and the Yankees, — properly so called, — the 
Americans with W'hom he will find, and towards whom he 
will feel most sympathy. They do us the honour to call 
themselves purely Knglihh in their origin ; they alone, of the 
whole population of the United States, undoubtedly were 
so ; and in the abundant witness which their whole charac- 
ter, country, and institutions bear to that fact, I feel an ad- 
ditional reason to be proud of England, — of Old England, 
for these are her children, ——this race of men, as a race in- 
comparably superior to the other inhabitants of this country. 
In conversing with New Englandmen, in spite of any pass- 
ing, temporary bitterness, any political difierence, or painftl 
reference to past tifnes of enmity, I have always been stnidic 
with the admiring, and in some measure, tender feeling with 
which England, as the mother-country, was named. Nor is 
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a few years ago, a wilderness of forest — the fa- 
vourite resort of rattlesnakes ; but the trees have 


it possible to travel through the New England states and 
not perceive, indeed, a spirit (however modified by different 
circumstances and institutions) yet most truly English in its 
origin. The exterior of the houses, — their extreme neat- 
ness and cleanliness, — the careful cultivation of the land, 
— the tasteful and ornamental arrangement of the g**oi]nd 
immediately surrounding the dwellings, that most English of 
all manifestations, — above all, the church spires pointing 
towards heaven, from the bosom of every village, — recalled 
most forcibly to my mind niy own England, and presented 
images of order, of industry, of taste, and religious feeling, 
nowhere so exhibited in any other part of the Union. I 
visited lloston several times, and mixed in society there, the 
tone -of which appeared to me fsur higher than that of any 1 
found elsewhere. A general degree of cultivation^ exists 
among its members, wliich renders their intercourse desir- 
able and delightful. Nor is this superior degree of education 
confined to Boston ; the xeal and the judgment witli which 
it is being propagated throughout that part of the country 
is a noble national characteristic. A small circumstance is 
a good illustration of the advance which knowledge has 
made in these states. Travelling by hmd from New Haven to 
Boston, at one of the very smallest places where we stopped 
to change horses, I got out of the carriage to reconnoitre 
our surroundings. The town (if town it could be called) 
did not appear to contain much more than fifty houses : 
imiongst the most prominrat of theses however, was a boofc* 
ffdler’s shc^. The first volumes I took lip on the ^counter 
were Spurzheim’s volume on education, , and JDr. Abercrom- 
bie’s works on the intellectual and moral faculties. ' I saw 

K S 
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been partly cleared, and though *tis still a wQd^ 
desolate region, clothed with firs, and uncheered 
a human habitation, its more savage tenants 
have disappeared with the thick coverts in which 
they nestled, and we rode to the summit of the 
highest hill without seeing any thing in the shape 
of Eve’s enemy. At the top, by the by, we did 
find some species of building in decay and ruin. 
"Whoever perched himself up there had no mind 
to be overlooked, and must have been fond of 
fresh air. The view from the mountain is magni- 
ficent, yet I do' not believe the elevation to be 
very extraordinary ; although, as I looked down, 
it seemed to me as though the world w'as stretched 
at my feet; and I thought of the temptation of 
our Saviour. The various villages, with their 
blossoming orchards, looked like patches of a 
snow-scene ; the river wound, like a silver snake. 


more pictures, more sculptures, and more books in private 
houses in Boston than I have seen any where else. I could 
name more men of marked talent that 1 met with there than 
any where else. Its charitable and literary institutions are 
upon a liberal scale, and enlif^htened principles. Among the 
New Englanders 1 have seen more honour and reverence of 
parents, and more* witnesses of a high reKgious faith, than 
among any other Ammeans with whom I have Uved and 
conversed. 
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all round the fields ; the little lakes lay diminished 
to drops of bright blue light ; and the lesser mounf 
tains rose below us like the waves of a dark sea. 
The whole was strange and awful to me : — the 
savage loneliness of the place, its apparent remote* 
ness from the earth, and its walkers, filled me with 
a solemn sensation. Had I been there alone, I 
do not know a place where 1 should sooner have 
expected to meet some of the wandering spirits 
of mid-air, — shapes, and sights, and beings of an- 
other order from those of the world, that lay like a 
map below me. The mountain itself is formed of 
granite, of which large slabs appeared through the 
turf and brushwoo<l. I looked in vain for what I 
found in such abundance on the Portland hill, the 
sweet, wild thyme. 1 thought 1 should find some 
of it among the stoiiy rifts, where it loves to cling, 
but 1 was disappointed. Indeed, 1 met with a 
much more severe disappointment than that. The 
turf was thickly strewn with clumps of violets, the 
very same in form and colour as our own sweet 
wood violet. I stooped in an ecstasy to gather 
them, but found they were totally senseless — mere 
pretences of violets. A violet without fragrance ! 
a wild one, too! — the thing’s totally unnatural. 
1 flung the little purple cheat away in a rage. I 
have since found cowslips with the same entire 
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absence of fragrance. The heat and cold of this 
climate chill or wither every things and almost 
all the flowers which are most common and 
sweety growing in the moist soil of Snglandy seem 
reared with difficulty here, and lose their great 
fragrance* their soul, as it were, under the ex- 
treme influences of this sky.* There were many 
wild things growing on this mountain, that for 
t>teauty, and delicacy of form and colour, would 
have »*ound honourable place in our conservatories; 
but they had not the slightest perfume, and I took 
no tlclightvjn them. Ascentless flower is a mon- 
ster ; and thl<n(|gh I acknowledge with due admir- 
ation the pa^ beauty of that queen of flowers, the 
camelia, 1/ never see it in its cold, pearl-like pride 

* Thcjii^ I inilicvc, no primroses, no wild thyme, and 
no bv^hcr, thnt grow naturally in this country. I do not 
remehil>cr to have seen either wild honeysuckle or clematis, 
both ot‘ which arc so abundant widi us. The luurcstinus, 
rosemar^-, southernwood, and monthly roses, all of whicli 
a>c so common in England, growing out of doors all the 
Tear round, are kept in hot-houscs during the winter, even 
.ns for south as Philadelphia. The common garden flowers— 
roses, pinks — arc far less abundant and less fragrant than 
with us. Sweet peas, ami mignionette, are comparatively 
scarce ; scrynga, and laburnum, I have never seen at all : 
but so little core is bestowed upon ornamental gardening, 
that I do not, know whether this dearth 'bf flowers is the 
lault of the or the consequence of the utter neglect 

in whkh fiifiinMBuima mn held here. 
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of blobmj that it does not strike me like a 
lady — an artificial creature, fair indeed to behold, 
but without the very property of a flower — sweet- 
ness. Oh, the lilies of the valley, — the prim- 
roses, — the violets, — the sweet, sweet hawthorn, 
— the fresh fragrant blush rose, — the purple lilac 
bloom, — the silver serynga, — the faint breathing 
hyacinths, — the golden cowslips, of a morning, 
at the close of May in England ? — the fulness of 
sweetness that loads the temperate air, as it breathes 

over the fresh lawns of that flower-garden ! * 

* « * * w 

# # * # * 

I took another long ride to a quarry ten miles 

distant from lioston, whence the granite, which 
is much used in Boston for building, is drawn. I 
started at six in the morning, and rode about 
twenty miles before breakfast, which 1 think was a 
piece of virtue bordering upon heroism : to be 
sure, 1 had my reward, for any thing so sweet as 
the whole world, at about half-past six, I never 
beheld. The dew was yet fresh upon tree and 
flower, — the roads were shady and cool, — the 
dust had not yet been disturbed ; a mild, soil, full 
breeze, blew over the flowery eai;^h, and the rosy 
apple blossoms stirred on the rockmg boughs 
against the serene and smiling sky* They have in 
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tlus country neither nightingales, thrushes, linnefe^ 
nor blackb^ds, at least, none with the same notes 
as ours ; but every now and then, from the snowy 
cherry trees, there came a wild snatch of trilling 
melody, like the clear ringing song of a canary 
bird. My companion did not know the minstrel 
by his note ; but I never heard a more brilliant 
and joyful strain, or one more fitted to the bright 
hour of opening day, — always excepting the lark*s, 
that triumphant embodied spirit of song.* The 
blackbird’s song is to me the sweetest in the 
world, — sad and soft, and rich as the sunsets 
through which it is heard. The quarry which we 
visited is an extensive vein of fine, dark-coloured 
granite. We dismounted and walked among the 
workmen to sec them at their various processes* 
This c][uarry, and one at a short distance, merely 
supply the blocks of granite, which, being detached 
from the main stone, are piled upon cars, and 
sent down an inclined plane to the rail-road, by 
means of a powerfiil chain, which acts at once as 
a support and check, suffering the load to proceed 
dlowly down the declivity, and at the same time 
sending up from the bottom, upon another track, 

* Lackiag the ni^tjdgale and the lark, I think they want 
the two perfect spedmeas of natural music. 
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the empty car from which the granite has been 
unloaded below, as the buckets of a well are 
drawn up and down. A very serious accident 
occurred here, by the by, to a party of gentle- 
men, among whom Mr. — — was one. They had 
placed themselves in the empty ctir at the bottom 
of the inclined plane, and were being slowly drawn 
up, as the car loaded with granite descended on 
the other track. Just as they were approaching 
the summit, the chain by which tlie car was drawn 
up gave way, and it rolled backwards down the 
plane with fearful velocity, and starting off the 
track of the rail-road, pitched down into a ravine 
full of rocks and blocks of granite, over which 
the road passes like a bridge at the foot of the 
quarry. I believe one of them was killed, and 
'the others most terribly injured. The rough blocks 
of granite are conveyed by horses, in the same 
rail-road cars, to smaller quarries below, where 
they are wrought and shaped for their appointed 
uses. After looking down from the summit of the 
granite rock upon the country which lay smiling 
(or many a sunny mile of flowery earth and spark- 
ling sea below, and wandering about the work^ 
which are interesting and curious, we remounted 
and rode home over turfy wood-palhs, through 
tangled thickets of pine, fir, and cedar, whose warm 

K 6 
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fragrance was beginning to be drawn forth by -the 
morning sun. We disturbed in our path a poor 
woodcock, who was sitting with her : young : it 
vras a pity to see the poor thing flutter about her 
treasure, and go trailing a little way into the brush- 
wood, to entice us away from them. Poor mother ! 
what a tempest of fear and agony was in your 
downy breast. I was very sorry we had frightened 
her, poor creature. The country we rode through 
was extremely pretty, — so, indeed, I think all the 
country round Boston is ; the only deficiency is 
water, — running water, I mean ; for there are 
several beautiful pools in- this vicinity, — and, 
turn which way you will, the silver shield of^the 
sea shining against the horizon is a lovely feature 
of the landscape. But there are no rivulets, no 
brooks, no sparkling, singing water-courses to re-' 
fresh one’s senses, as one rides across the fields 
and through the woodlands. ' called on ,us 

on Sunday last. He is very enchanting.: I wish 
it had been my good fortune to see him oftener. 
One of the grM men of this country, he would have 
been a first-rate man alt the world over ; and, like 
all first-rate people, there is a simplicity and a total 
want of preteiXlioa «bout him that is very delight* 
ful. He gake ulrd description Kiagara, which 
did what h4>ciwaqgilfined no description of it ever 
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does, ~ conveyed to us an exact idea of the natu- 
ral position and circumstances which render these 
falls so wonderful ; whereas, most describers launch 
forth into vague and untangible rhapsodies, whibh, 
after all, convey no Incpress idea of any thing but 
water in the abstract, he gave me, by his few 
simple words, a more real impression of the. stu- 
pendous cataract than all that was ever writ ch* 
spoken of waterfalls before, not excepting Byron’s 
Terni. Last Saturday, 1 dined at — — - ’ s ; where, 

for my greater happiness, I sat between and 

— — . I remember especially two bright things 
uttered ; the one by the one, the other by the 

other of these worthies. Mr. , speaking of 

Knowles’s Hunchback, said, ‘‘ Well, after ail, it’s 
no gi*eat mutter. The author evidently under- 
stands stage effect and dramatic situations, and so 
on ; but as for the writing, it ’s by no means as 
good as Shakspeare.” I looked at the man in 
amazement, and suggested to him that Shakspeare 
did not grow upon every bush. Presently, Mr. 

■ — liegan a sentence by assuring me that he 
was a worshipper of Shakspeare ; and ended it fay 
saying that Othello was disgusting. King Lear lu- 
dicrous, mid Romeo and Juliet, ch^dish nonseuae: 
whereat I swallowed half a- pint .of .water, and 
nearly my tumbler too, and v'^Ppnii^’^^ilaDt; for 
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what could I say ? However, in spite of this, I owe 
some gratitude ; for he brought — — to see 
me the other day, whose face is more idee that of 
a good and intellectual man &an. almost any face 
I ever saw. The climate of this place is dread- 
ful I The night before lasl^ the weather was so 
warm, that, with my window open, I was obliged 
to take half the clothes off my bed : last night was 
so cold, that, with window shut, and additional 
covering, I could scarce get to sleep for the cold. 
This is terrible, and forms a serious drawback 
upon the various attractions of Boston ; and to me 
it has many. The houses are like English houses : 
the Common is like Constitution Hill ; Beacon 
Street is like a bit of Park Lane; and Summer 
Street, now that the chestnut trees are in bloom, 
is perfectly beautiful. But for the climate, I 
should like to live in Boston very much : ray stay 
here has been delightful. It is in itself a lovely 
place, and the country round it is charming. The 
people are itUellectual^ and^ have been most abun- 
dantly good-natured and kind to me. * 

* * « • « 

# • * * « 

I have finished ■■■' ■ - ’ * s eermons, which are most 
cKcellent. , ; S' think he is one of the purest English 
fMTose writen' pow living. I revere him greatly; 
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jet I do not tbink his denial of the Trinity is 
consistent with the ai^ument by which he main- 
tains the tiitth of the miracles. I have begun the 
Diary of an £nnuy4e again : that book is most 
enchanting to me, — merely to read the names of 
the places in which one*s imagination goes sun- 
ning itself for ever, is delightful. 


New York. 

I have seen ■ , who, in his outward man, 
bears but little token of his inward greatness* 

Miss had prepared me for an exterior over,^ 

which debility and sickness had triumphed now 
for some years; but, thought I, there must be 
eyes and a brow ; and there the spirit will surely 
be seen upon its throne. But the eyes were small 
grey eyes, with an expression which struck roe at 
first as more akin' tb shrewdness of judgment, 
than genius and the loftier qualities of the mind ; 
and though the brow and forehead were those of 
an intellectual person, they had neither the ex- 
panse nor conformation 1 had ima^ned. The 
subject of our conversation, though sufficiently 
natural for him to choose>' nddr^ing one of niy 
craft, did not appear to me to be n MPPX ^ 
his own poivers, — perb^ 1 thougiit eo because 
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!• differed &om him. 'He talked about the stage 
and acting in as unreal, and, in my opinion, mis- 
taken, a manner as possible* Had he .repressed 
himself unknowingly about acting, that would not 
have surprised me ; for he can have no means of 
judging of it, not having fre^ented the theatre 
for some years past : and those who have the be^ 
means of forming critical judgments upon dramatic 
subjects, for the most part talk arrant nonsense 
about them. Lawrence was tlie only man 1 ever 
heard speak about the stage who did so with under- 
standing and accuracy. I have heard the very 
cleverest men in England talk the greatest stuff ima- 
ginable about actors and acting. But to return to 
: he said he had not thought much upon the 
subject, but that it appeared to him feasible and 
highly desirable to take detached passages and 
scenes from the finest dramatic writers, and have 
them well declaimed in comparatively private as- 
semblies, — this as a wholesome substitute for the 
stage, of which he said he did not approve ; and 
he thought this the best method of obtaining the 
intellectual pleasure and profit to be derived from 
fine dramatic works, witliout the illusion and ex- 
citenmnt belon|^g tp theatrical exhibitions. My 
horror was so^uniittmrable at this proposition, and 
my amazMiiMU; so extreme that he should make 
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it, that 1 believe my replies to it were all bat in- 
coherent. What 1 take one of Shakspeare's plays 
bit by bit, break it piece-meal, in order to make 
recitals of it ! — destroy the marvellous uni^ of 
one of his magnificent works, to make patches of 
declamation 1 If the stage is evil, put it away, 
and put away with it those writings which pro- 
perly belong to it, and to nothing else; but do 
not take dramatic compositions, things full of pre- 
sent action and emotion, to turn them into recita- 
tions, — and mutilated ones, too. Get other 
poems to declaim, no matter how vivid or im- 
passioned in their <lcscriptions, so their form be 
not dramatic. It is not to be supposed that the 
effect proper and natural to a fine dramatic con- 
ception can be preserved when the language is 
merely declaimed without the assistance of dis- 
tance, dress, scenic effects, — all the appertainings 
that the author has reckoned upon to work out his 

idea. mentioned the dagger soliloquy in 

Macbeth, as an instance which would admit of 
being executed after his idea ; saying, that that, 
well read by any person in a drawing-room, 
would have all the efi^t necessary or desirable; 
I remember, hearing my ailfft glddoos read the 
scenes of the witches in MiacbdAi: and while- 
doing so, was obliged to cover my tiyes, that her 
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velvet gowO) modem- cap, and spectacles might 
not disturb the wild and sublime images that her 
magnificent voice and recitation were conjuring 
up around me. If a man professes to tell you a 
story, no matter what, — say the story of Romeo 
and Juliet, — and sits in a modern drawing-room, 
in modern costume, it matters not, — he is no part 
of his story, — you do not connect him with his 
narrative, — his appearance in no way clashes 
with your train of thought, — ■ you are not think- 
ing of him, but of the people he is talking about. 
But if a man in a modern drawing-room, and in 
ipiodern costume, were to get up, and begin re- 
citing the balcony scene in Romeo and Juliet, 1 
tliink the case would be altered. However, never 
having heard sucli a proposal before, I had not 
thought much about it, and only felt a little 
stunned at the idea of Shakspeare’s histories being 
broken into fragments.* 

* Among the many signs of the total decay of dramatic 
mind and spirit in this age, a frequent piece of criticism passed 
upon modem plays appears to me a very conclusive one — 
'* Such a play is exceedingly full of dramatic efibet, but tliere ’s 
no poetry in it.” ** Such a playwright understands situation 
and character, but really reading his plays you find no poetry 

in them.” I have H'eard this bright commeht passed repeat- 
edly upon the beat dramatic composition of modem times, 
—the Uunchbadc; a play whose immense popularity every 
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At a little after ten» — ■ ■■ came to take us to see 
the savages. We drove down, D ^ my father. 


where is the surest and truest warrant of its excellence, “ 
a play containing the most dramatic situations, the most 
pathetic and comic effects, and hy far tlic finest conception 
of a female chiu*acter of any play since the old golden dra* 
inatic age. I do not liesitatc to say that this is u most false 
piece of criticism, induced alone by a want of perception of 
what are the requisites in a dramatic ])oem, and a total ab- 
sence of true dramatic feeling. First, in the ingredients of 
a fine play, comes the fiction, — the invention ; to this belong 
those same much sneered at stage effects, and theatrical 
situations ; next conics the skilful and powerful delineation 
of individual character ; lastly comes the item of a poetical 
diction. O^ie alone has united these in their utmost perfec- 
tion ; for such another the world may look in vain. But I 
think the play-goers of Shakspcarc’s time would have been 
tolerably satisfied with a most interesting fiction, and a true 
and vigorous delineation of character; and let me ask, is 
there no poetry besides that of words ? — is there no poetry 
in the fable of a play — none in the faithful portraying of a 
human being's mind and passions ? As for all pretty sfieeches, 
lengthy descriptions, abstract disquisitions, — unless things 
placed in the mouth of characters to whose identity such 
mental manifestations belong, — they are inadmissible in a 
right good play,*and should by all meaift be confined to the 
pages of those anomalous modem growths — plays for the 
closet. In all our elder dramatisci^ SiBfcs{ieare alone es» 
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he, and I, to their hotel. We found, even at that 
early hour, the portico, passage, and staircase, 
thronged with gazers upon the same errand as 
ourselves. We made our way, at length, into the 
presence chamber ; a little narrow dark room, with 
all the windows shut, crowded with people, come 
to stare at their fellow wild beasts. Upon a sofa 
sat Black Hawk, a diminutive, shrivelled looking 
old man, with an appearance of much activity in 
his shrunk limbs, and a calmness and dignified 
self-composure in his manner, which, in spite of 
his want of size and comeliness, was very striking. 
Next to him sat a young man, the adopted son 
of his brother the prophet; whose height and 
breadth, and peculiar gravity of face and deport- 
ment, were those of a man nearly forty, whereas 
he is little more than half that age. The undis- 
turbed seriousness of his countenance was explained 
to me by their keeper^ thus : he had, it seems, the 
day before indulged rather too freely in the de- 
lights of champagne, and was suffering just retri- 
bution in the shape of a head-ache,— unjust retri- 


cepted, the miun quality, of a play, the story, is oftra defective 
to an excess, not only in morality, but in probability and con- 
^tency ; and the Same defects exist in the ddmeation of cha- 
racter in niany of diair jrabkeC plays. 
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bution I should sayj for in his savage experience 
no such sweet bright poison had ever before been 
recorded, I guesst by the after pain it causes. Next 
to him sat Black Hawk’s son, a noble, big young 
creature, like a fine Newfoundland puppy, with a 
handsome, scornful face, which yet exhibited more 
familiarity and good-humoured amusement* at 
what was going on than any of the rest. His 
hair was powdered on the top, and round the ears 
with a bright vermilion-coloured powder, and 
knots of scarlet berries or beads, 1 don’t know 
which, hung like ear-rings on each side of his face. 
A string of glass beads was tied round his naked 
throat; he was wrapiied in a large blanket, which 
completely concealed his form, except his legs and 
feet, which were clothed in common leather shoes, 
and a species of deerskin gaiter. He seemed much 
alive to what was going on, conversed freely in his 
own language with his neighbour, and laughed 
once or twice aloud, which rather surprised me, as 
'I had heard so much of tlieir immovable gravity. 
The costume of the other young man was mudft 
the same, except that his hair was not adorned. 
Black Hawk himself had on a blue cloth surtout^ 
scarlet leggings, a black silk meek handkerchief 
and ear-rings. His appearance altogether woe 
not unlike that of an old French gratleman. Be- 
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side hinit on a chair, sat one of his warriors, 
wrapped in a blanket, with a cotton handkerchief 
whisped round his head. At one ofthe windows apart 
from their companions, with less courtesy in their 
demeanour, and a great deal of sullen savageness in 
their serious aspects, sat the great warrior^nd the 
prophet of the tribe — die latter is Black Hawk’s bro- 
ther. I cannot express the feeling of commiseration 
and disgust which the whole scene gave me. That men 
such as ourselves, creatures with like feelingsj like 
perceptions, should he brought, as strange animals 
at a show, to be gaxed at the livelong day by suc- 
ceeding shoals of gaping folk, struck me as totally 
unfitting. The cold dignity of the old chief, and 
the malignant scowl of the prophet, expressed'tte 
indecency and the irksomeness of such a situation. 
Then, to look at those two young savages, with 
their fine muscular proportions, and think of them 
cooped up the whole horrible day long, in this hot 
prison-house full of people, made my heart ache. 
How they must loathe the sight of these narrow 
walls, and the sound of these strange voices ; how 
they must sicken for their unmeasured range of 
wilderness ! The gentleman who seemed to hkve 
die charge of th^m* pressed me fb gq, up and shake 
hands with them, as every body else in the rooid 
did; but 1 rinsed to'do so from Ikei^ cmnpanioii^ 
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and unwillingness to add to the wearisome toil 
they were made to undergo. As we were depart- 
ing, however, they reiteruted llieir entreaties that 
we would go up and shake hands with them, — so 
I did. Black Hawk and the young men received 
our coujttesy wiUi great complaisance ; but when 
we went to the great warrior and the prophet, they 
seemed exceedingly loath to receive our hands, 
the latter particularly, who had, moreover, one of 
the very worst expressions 1 think I ever saw upon 
a human countenance. I instinctively withdrew 
iny hand; but when my father oiTcred his, the 
savage’s face relaxed into a smile, and he met his 
greeting readily. 1 wonder what pleased him 
about my father’s appearance, whether it was his 
large size or not. 1 had a silver vinaigrette in my 
pouch, which 1 gave Black Hawk’s son, by way 
of keepsake : it will make a charming present for 
his squaw. 


Sundaify June SOth. 

Rose at four, but after looking at my watch, re» 
sumed my slumbers until six, when I started up^ 
much dismay^ to find it so iat^ and presently, 
having dressed as fast as ever4 could, we set off 
fi»rthe8team>boi^ The monung was the brightest 
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possible* the glorious waters that meet before New 
York were all like rivers of light blazing with the 
reflected radiance of the morning sky. ^SVe had 
no sooner set foot on board tbe steam*boat* than 
a crowd of well-known faces surrounded us : I 
was introduced to Mr. — — , and Mr. — the 

brother of our host at Cold Spring. Mr, 

came and stood by me for a considerable time after 
we started. It is agreeable to talk to him, because 
he has known and seen so much ; traversed the 
world in every direction, and been the friend of 
Byron and Shelley ; a common mind, that had en- 
joyed the same opportunities, (that’s impossible, by 
the by, no common mind would have sought or 
found them,) must have acquired something from 
intercourse with such men, and such wide know- 
ledge of things ; but he is an uncommon man, and 
it is very interesting to hear him talk of what he 

has seen, and those he has known. * 

* * * « * 

# * * * * 

When we reached West Poin^ Mr. » was 
waiting adth hh boot to convey ns over to Cold 
Spring ; and accordti^ly biddii^ our vmioiia ac- 
quaintance ond^companioBs forewaU* we rowetl 
over out of the coQsse of the river*, into a sunny 
bay it foraw ampiig thetiulk, to. our kinsmaa’s 
abode. 
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Mr. * s plsee-is & lovely little nook» situaled 

on die summit of a rise on the brink of the {dneid 
curve of water formed here by the river, and whidi* 
extends itself from the main current about a mile 
into the mountains, ending in a wide marsh. The 
house, though upon a hill, is so looked down upon, 
and locked in by the highlands around it, that it 
seems to be at the bottom of a valley. From the 
verandah of his house, through various frames 
which he has liad cut, with exceeding good judg» 
ment, among the plantations around the lawn, ex* 
quisite glimpses appeared of the mountains, the 
little bay, the glorious Hudson itself, with the 
graceful boats for ever walking its broad waters, 
their white sails coming through the rocky passe* 
where the river could not be detected, as though 
they were sailing through the vaBeys of the ean|b« 
The day was warm ; but a fresh breeze stirred the 
boughs, and cooled the air. My fiither and D* ■ ■■— 
seemed overcome with drowsiness, and lay in the ^ 
verandah with half-closed eyes, peeping at the 
dream-like scmie around them. 1 was not indkoMl^ 
to^rest; and Mr. having promised to show 
me some falls at a stunt distance from the honatk 
h% Us broth^ and 1 set 4eti^ tUther. 
passed through the Iron worhst *t mam Sunday, 
and every tliing^> eaicapt n bright maMteoaama 

VOL. 71. 1. 
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laughing and singing as it ran, was still. Tli^ 
took me over the works; showed me the iroit 
frames of large mill-wheels, the machinery and 
process of boring the cannon, the model of an 
iron forcing-pump, the casting-houses, and all the 
wonders of their manufactory. All mechanical 
science is very interesting to me, when I have an 
opportunity of seeing the detail of it, and compre- 
hending, by illustrations presented to my eyes, the 
technical terms used by those conversing with me. 
We left these dark abodes, and their smouldering 
fires, and strange, powerful-looking instruments, 
and, taking a path at the foot of the mountains, 
skirted the marsh for some time, and then struck 
into tlie woods, ascending a tremendous stony 
path, at the top of which we threw ourselves 
down to pant, and looked below, through a narrow 
root in the curtain of leaves around us, on the river, 
and rocks, and mountains, bright with the noonday 
splendour of the unclouded sky. Afler resting 
here a few moments, we arose, and climbed again; 
tlirough tile woods, across a sweet clovendSeld, to 
the brow of the hill where stands the highland 
school, a cheerful looking cottage, with the moun* 
tain tops all rotmd^ the blessed sky above, and the 
downward sloping woods, and lake-like river below. 
Passing tlirough the groimdsurrounding it; we j<^— 
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«d a road skirting a deep ravine, from the bottom 
of which the waters called to me. I was wild to 
go down, but my companions would not let me : it 
was ill vain that 1 strained over the brink, the trees 
were so thickly woven together, and the hollow so 
deep, that 1 could see nothing but dark boughs, 
except every nowand then, as the wind stirred them, 
the white glimmer of the leaping foam, ns it sprang 
away with a shout that made my heart dance. 
We followed the path, which began to decline ; 
and presently a silver thread of gushing water ran 
like a frightened child across our way, and flung 
itself down into the gleu. At length we reached 

the brown golden-looking stream. Mr. was 

exhorting us to take an upper path, which he said 
would bring us to the foot of the fall ; but 1 was not 
to be seduced away from the side of the rivulet, and 
insisted upon crossing it then and there, through 
the water, over moss-capped stones, across fallen 
trees, which, struck by the lightning, or undermined 
by the cold-kissing waters, had choked up the 
brook with their leafy bridges. So striving on, as 
best w’e might, after wading through the stream 
two or three times, we reached the end and aim of 
our journey, the waterfall. We sto^ on the brink 
a pool, about forty feet across, and varying in 
dqpifa from three to seven or eight feet : it was 

L 2 
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)^«lrfeody «ireulav» and, excef^ on the iOiith« Ffiere 
kha wMM»4iike their path dOwh the glen, ekaed 
dPdtttld wiUt a wall of rock abont thirty feet 
in ii4rhoBe mrevices trees with their rifted roots hang 
Ibarlessly, clothing die grey stone with a soft: guf- 
tain of vivid green. Immediately opposite the 
^rdok, and at the north of the pool, the water came 
tahibling over this rocky wall in three distinct 
streams, which, striking the projecting ledges of 
iron>tookiDg stone, at different angles, met within 
'eight or ten feet of the pool, and fell in a mingled 
•dheet of foam. The watw broke over the rocks 
like a showm* of splintered light; the spray sprang 
np in the sunlight, and fell again all glittering mto 
tftw dark basin below, that gleamed like a magic 
yswai set in the onoasy earth. On the edge of the 
irooks, beside the waterfttll, a Uree stood out among 
fts greenly toumtled fellows, bare, broken, and 
scathed to Che very roots with lightning. Its 
apfier half had ftdlen aslant one branch of the 
waterialt; and lay tblack and dripping over the 
•pure white torrent; half'fiilUng down, he course, 
half stored by some rocky ledges on. whlpb it 
'tested. As .I gized «p jn perftMt .eestas)^ an 
tUKoiitrQlhd9la«.dfblre seked' .j(o« plamh^tWp 
. tha rooks by tbeiakle of. the fidh'MHino rn«fib.^e 
( top ofit. . My coippaeioinsdfHifl^hed ^fiednleosly 
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lUi I expressed dirtennitiatiott to do -aoi fanilt 
followed wherd I Idd, until they Iseewne.'Wdl 
assured that 1 was in earnest. RemonsCrancak 
and representation of impossibility, having been 
tiled in vain, Mr. - prepared to guide 
and Mr. — with my bag, parasol, and bonnet 
in charge, r^urned to the edge of the pool* to 
watch OUT progress. Away we went over the 
ledges of the rocks, with nothing but damp leavei^ 
and slippery roots of trees, for footing. At one 
moment, the slight covering of mould on which 1 
had placed my foot crumbled from beneath it, and 
1 swung over the water by a young sapling whidh 
upheld me well, and by which I recovered foothtg 
mid balance. We had now reached the unniediato 
side of the water&ll, and my guide beg^n aacetkKng 
the slippery slanting rocks down which it foil* 
followed : in an instant I was soaked through with 
the spray, my feet slipped, I had no hold,, lie was 
up above the pool for bdow. With my head 
*bowed against the foam and water, 1 was feeling 
where next to tread, when a bit of rock, that t^y 
coknpanieti bad thought firm, bndce beneath Ms 
fiio^ end caose fiilUng doum beside me into the 
streinu. I pagised, fori wu fr^htened i lilooked 
up for e moment^ but ^ was blinded by tKw wntfos 
and eould not see irlwre my guide urasri looked 

I. 
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ddwn the slanting ledge we had climbed, over 
which the white Water was churning angrily : 
" Shall I come down again ? ’* I cried to Mr. — — , 
who was anxiously looking up at our perilous 
path. ** Give me your hand,” shouted his brother, 
above me ; I lifted my head, and turned towards 
him, and a dazzling curtain of spray and foam 
fell over my face. ** I cannot see you,” I replied ; 
** I cannot go on ; I do not know what to do.” 
**Give me your hand!-^' he exclaimed again ; and 
I, planting one foot upon a ledge of rock so high 
as to lift me off the other, held up my arm to 
him : but my limbs were so strained from his 
height above me, that I had no power to spring 
or move, either up or down. However, I felt 
my presence of mind going; I knew that to 
go down was impossible, except headlong; the 
ascent must therefore be persevered in. ** Are 
you steady, quite, quite steady ? ” I enquired ; he 
replied, ** Yes ; ” and holding out his hand, I 
locked mine in it, and bade him draw me up.' 
But he had not calculated upon my weight ; my 
slight appearance had deceived him; and, as I 
bore upon his arm, we both of us slipped. I 
turned as sick i|s death ; but only c}4ed out, ** Re- 
cover yourself, recover yourself I am safe j” which 
1 was, upon a rocky rim about three inches wkie^ 
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with my arm resting on the falling stump of the 
blasted tree. He did .recover his balance ; and, 
again holding out his hand, drew me up beside 
where he was sitting, on the edge of the rocks, in 
the water. We pledged each other- in the clear 
stream ; and, standing on the top of our hardly- 
gained eminence, in the midst of the rushing 
brook, I wrang my handkerchief triumphantly 
at Mr. - ■ ■ ■; which was rather a comical consi- 
deration, as I was literally dripping from head to 
foot. No Naiad ever looked so thoroughly watery, 
or could have taken more delight in a ducking. 
As soon us he saw us safe, he scrambled up through 
the woods to the road; and ive doing the same, 
we presently all met on the dusty highway, where 
we congratulated each other on our perseverance 
and success, and laughed very exceedingly at jny 
soaked situation. We determined not to pass 
through the highland school ground, but kept 
the main road for the advantage of sun and wind, 
the combined influences of w'hich presently dried 
my frock and handkerchief. When I reached 
home,, ran up stairs, and dressed myself for dinner, 
which we sat down to at about four. After dinner, 
came up to my room and slept ^very profoundly, 
until summoned to coflee, which we drank in the 
verandah. At about eight o’clock, the sun had left 

t. 4 > 
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the sky ; but his wann mantle lay <wrer the west er n 
ckmdsy and hung upon the rocks md woody moan* 
tain sides. A gentle breeae was stirrii^; the trees 
round where we sat; and through the thick 
branches of a chestnut tree, as they waved to and 
the silver disk of the full moon looked placidly 
down upon us. We set out strolling through the 
woods : leisurely as foot could &11, we took our 
way through the twilight paths; and when we 
reached the Roman Catholic chapel our host is 
building by the river side, the silent, thoughtful 
mountains were wrapped in deep shadows, and 
the broad waters shone like a sheet of silver in 
the moonlight. We sat down on the cannon lying 

on the pebbly shore, and Mr. ran off to order 

the boat, which presently came stealing round over 

the shining waters. We got in, rowing, and 

they put me at the helm ; but, owing to Mr. * s 

misdirections, who seemed extremely amused at 
my awkwardness, and took delight in bothering 
poor , by making me steer all awry, we made 
but little progress, and that rather crabowise; 
backing, and sideling, and turning, as though the 

pomr boat bad been a ptditician* * * 

e * • • * 

• • «' • 

Fnl^ of my own contemplations, I k^t steering 
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roand and roand« and ao we wandbred, as 'puiv 
poseless as the ni^t ajr over the smooth wateM^ 
and benealh the shadows of the solemn bills, 
near eleven o’clock, when we made for shore, and 
slowly turned home. We sat for a length of dme 
under the verandah : the gentlemen were dis- 
cussing the planetary sj'stem, ns accepted in* the 

civilised world ; and Mr. maintained, with 

sufficient plausibili^, that we knew nothing at all 
about it, in spite of Newton : for that, though 
his theories were borne out by all observation, 
it did not follow, therefore, that another theory 
equally probable might not exist ; that because he 
had found out one way of accounting for the con- 
struction and motion of the heavenly bodies, there 
was no other possible way in which they were 
constructed and impelled ; because one means is 
sufficient, he argued, it does not thence follow, 
that ’tis the only sufficient means. Mr. — — 
maintained that there was, at least, strong pre- 
sumption in favour of Newton’s systems ; because 
they are borae out our observation of results^ 
and also because hitherto no other better method 
of accounting for whfri; we perceive has been disco- 
vered. And so they went on, jthe end of all hein^ 
to my mind* as usual, utter unsatisiactoriness ; 

I. S 
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and, as the mnsquitoes' were stinging me, 1 left 
them to their discussions, and came to bed. 


Monday^ July 1^/. 

Major and Mr. < — ■■ came over from West 

PoitU : they were going to prove some cannon that 
had not yet been fired ; and some time passed in 
the various preparations for so doing. At length, 
we were summoned down to the water-side, to see 
the success of the experiment. The cannon lay 
obliquely one behiiul the other, at intervals of 
about six yards, along the curve line of the little 
bay; their muzzles pointed to the high gravelly 
bank into which they fired. Tlieguns were double- 
loaded, with very heavy charges ; and as soon as 
we were safely placed, so ns to see and hear, they 
were fired. The sound was glorious ; the first 
heavy i)eal, and then echo after echo, as they 
rimbombavano among the answering hills, who 
growled aloud at the stern voice waking their still 
and noonday’s deep repose. I pushed out in the 
boat, from shore, to see the thick curtain of smoke 
as it rolled its silver, and brassy, and black vo- 
lumes over the woody mountain-sides ; parting in 
jagged rents as it rose ; through which the vivid 
green, and blessed sky, smiled in their peaceful 
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loneliness. They ended' in discharging all tlie 
cannon at once; which made a most glorious 
row, and kept the mountains grumbling with its 
echoes for some minutes after the discharge. All 
the pieces were sound ; which was highly satisfac- 
tory, as upon each one that flaws in the firing 

Mr. loses the cost of the piece. Just as the 

smoke cleared off' from the river, we saw the boat 

making to shore ; and, presently, Mr. ^ his 

wife, and children, and a young Mr. ^ Landed. 

After introductions, and one or two rjuestions, 
Mrs. ■ ' ' went up to her cottage to put things in 

order there ; Mr. betook himself to F rois- 

sart and the shade ; Mr. to his business ; and 

D •, my father, Mr. and myself^ set forth 

to the fountain in the glen. I'he weather was in- 
tensely hot ; the thermometer above ninety in the 
shade; it was about halfep.ast twelve; and we toiled 
and gasped on like so many Indians up the steep 
path. The walk had been so laborious, that 

neither D nor my father were willing, at first, 

to admit that the object was a sufficient one. We 
sat for some time by the dark shady pool ; and 
they, by degrees, recovered their breath and com- 
placency, and began to perceive how beautiful 
the place really was. My father said the water- 
fall looked like a fine lace veil torn by the rocks ; 

L 6 
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which pleased me, because it did look like that. 

Mr. proposed an ndmirable plan, that of 

walking down the water’s side, and taking a boat 
upon the Hudson ; and so avoiding the long hot 
walk home. We called at the highland, school ; 
where the worthy miui who keeps it received us 
with Infinite civility, put us into a delicious cool 
room, and gave us some white hermitage and 
water to drink, which did us all manner of good.* 
We then descended to the river : afier some delay 

and difficulty, got a boat and rowed home. 

***** 

• • • ' • « 


* or the mental process which the pupils at this highland 
school undergo, 1 can say nothing, being totally unacquainted 
with the system of education adopted there ; but a more ad- 
vantageous residence for the cultivation of health, strength 
(for physical education), or the dcvclopemcnt of all those 
pious and poetical tendings of the human soul and 'mind 
which are fostered and ripened by the sublime influence of 
natural beauQr and grandeur, cannot be imagined. The gen- 
tlemen at the head of this establishment are New Englanders. 
The observations I made upon the supeidor intelligence and 
cultivation of the natives of that part of the United States 
have been borne out constantly by the fact, that there is 
hardly any establishment in the States 1 have visited, in any 
way connected wiUi^ education, or the dissemination of in- 
formation, which is not conducted partially or entirely by 
New Englanders. 
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Here be the free gifts of the morning for thee ; 

Dog-roses, with their thorns all strung with pearls. 

And a large round diamond in each rosy cup : 

Their leaves are the colour of Aurora’s cheeks. 

Here is a pale white flower, without a name, 

.At least to me, who am a stranger here : 

It has a delicate almond smell, and grew 
Among thick boughs, and leaves that guarded it. 
t^oor thing ! I took it from its shelter for thee. 

Here be some lilac heads of clover, sweet 
As the breath of love : they lay amongst the hay 
In a new-mown meadow, glittering in the sun. 

Here are the leaves of the wild vine, that shine 

Like glass without, and underneath are white 

And soft ns a swan’s breast. There is an oak branch ; 

I gather’d it, because it grows at home. 

And in this strange land look’d as sad and loving 
As a friend’s face : when it is wither’d, keep it. 

They are all heavy with the tears of the night. 

Who weeps, because she may not meet the sun ; 

And when he cornea down from the mountain tops. 
Parting the forests with his hands of fire. 

He drinks her weeping, kissing all the flowers 

With passionate love, which makes them look so Uariiifig. 
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Tuesday, 2d, 

Packed up my bag, took a cup of tea, went and 
gathered some flowers, and gave the poor lamb 
some heads of clover ; bade a very unwilling fare- 
well Ito the pretty place, and rowed over to West 

Point, where Mr. was waiting for us. We 

breakfasted at ten, and went down to meet the 

boat. Young Mr. came over to see us cff, and 

brought me some lovely fresh flowers. Mr. — — 

and Mr. - — were both at the embarking post. 

When the boat came up, the rush to and from it 
was, without exception, the most frightful thing I 

ever saw. The *s were landing ; and I just 

spoke to her, as she was borne past by the throng. 
Safely on board, 1 again found myself surrounded 
by familiar faces : I took out my work, and 
Mr. — — — sat down by us. As a nuisance, which 
all unsought-for companionship is, he is quite the 
most endurable possible ; for he has seen such 
things, and known such people, that it is greatly 
worth while to listen to him. Every thing he says 
of Byron and Shelley confirms my own impression 
of them. The scenery of the Hudson, immediately 
beyond West Point, loses much of its sublimity, 
though no beauty. The river w'idens, and the 
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rugged summits of the highlands melt gradually 
into a softer and more undulating outline. The 
richness, and swelling, and falling of the land 
reminded me occasionally of England. The yel> 
low grain was giving diversity and warmth to the 
green landscape; and the shadowy woods fencing 
the corn fields threw over the whole picture a 
sheltering, peaceful charm. On the left, we pre- 
sently began to see the blue outline of the Catskill 
mountains, towering into the hot sky, and look- 
ing most blessedly cool and dark amid the fervid 

glowing of the noonday world. Mrs. came 

on board at one of the stopping places. I was 
quite gla<l to see her sweet face, and hear her 

gentle voice again. Mr. was greatly smitten 

with her calm look of repose, and lulling speech, 
and took to her vehemently. She told me long 
stories, like fairy tales, of caverns lately discovered 
in the bosom of these mountains; of pits black 
and fathomless ; of subterranean lakes in gloomy 
chambers of the earth ; and tumbling waters, 
which fall down in the dark, where men heard, 
but none had dared to go. How 1 should like to 
go there ! Oh, who will leati me into the secret 
parts of the earth ; who will gui^e me to the deep 
hiding-places where spirits are — where the air of 
thb upper world is not breathed, and its sounds 
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unaaei^ and thevoice of hnnwn creatures unlward ? 
bow 1 should like to go there ! At about half* 
past three in the afternoon^ the sky became sud- 
denly- and ’thickly overcast; the awning which 
Weltered the upper deck vras withdrawn, and 
every preparation made for a storm. The pale, 
angry-looking clouds lay heaped like chalk upon 
a leaden sky; and presently one red^^Ua^tning 
dipped down into the woods like a 
falling from the heavens. At the same ii8 w|K 
furious gust of wind and torrent of rain rutuH 
down the mountain side. We scuttled down ts4^s 
lower deck as last os ever we could ; but the svhn 
met us at the bottom of the stairs, and in an in- 
stant 1 was drenched. Chairs, tables, every thing 
was overturned by the gust; and the boat was 
running with water in every direction. It thun- 
dered and lightened a little ; but the noise of the 
engine was such, that we scarce heard the storm. 
1 stood by the door of the furnace, and dried lei- 
surely; talking the while to Mr. , who is 

sttwdiitfnt enough to wmrm one through with a 
look. During our pr<^ess, one of the wheels (oc 
paddles; as they are properly called) took it into 
its head to knock its case to pieces, and banged 
die boards a^mitkio nabrange way* ( .Accent dm 
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second : — one of the men, » black, who was eniiii 
ployed in tending the^ie, got so dread&Uy heated 
with the intense furnace, d»t be mshed out of the 
engine-room, and swallowed two or three draughts 
of ^Id water. The effect was instantaneous : he 
fell down in violent internal spasms, and died, 
poor wretch ! before we arrived at Albany. We 
reached that town at about half<past five in the 
aflemo^ and went to a house the -■ -■■ * s re- 
oo^MMfed to us. At about seven, they gave us 
and immediately after 1 came up to my 
alp^ pom. I was so exhausted with fatigue, and 
a sMent cold and cough, that I literally fell down 
on Hike floor, and slept till dark. As we came up 
the river, we passed Dr. 's place, Hyde Park, 
which has the reputation of being the best-kept 
private estate in America : the situation of the 
house, on the edge of a ridge, appeared to roe, 
fr<Hn the river, rather too much exposed. 


Saturday, 6th, 

My father had settled to go to the CSohoea 
Falls. ♦ - . • # # 


When we were in the steam-boat, gum^ iip to 
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*9 " ' pot a letter into my hands, which 
he told me was written by the mother of A11&* 
gra, Byron’s child. The letter was remarkable 
only for more straightforwardness and. conciseness 
than is usual in women’s letters. I do not know 
whether •■ ■ ■ gave it me to read on that account 
alone, or because it contained allusions to wild and 
interesting adventures of his own : perhaps there 
was a mingling of motives. There never was, by 
the by, a homogeneous motive, as Brewster would 
say, in the human breast. We reached Troy .m 
about twenty minutes, and walked up into the town 
to procure some species of vehicle for our progress 
to the fulls. There was none ready ; and, while 
one was being procured, a man, who was standing 
near us, very civilly invited us to come into bis 
shop and sit down; which we did very readily. The 
situation of the warehouses, on the side near the 
river, of the main street of Troy, is exceedingly 
pretty. They are, for the most part, large, long 


* Troy I and that Troy has a Mount Ida I The names of 
places in this country are truly astonishing. Troy, Syracuse, 
and Home are pretty well in this way ; but the state of New 
York alone, I believe, boasts of a Mttilias, a Homer, a Virgil, 
an Ovid, a Cicero, and a Socrates, whose second appearance 
in this world is in all the glories of flaming red bricks, new 
boards, and white paint. Did Pjthagoras admit of men 
bSconing towns as well as beasts 8 I ibtget. 



JOURNAL. 


935 


rooms, opening to the street at the one end ; and 
on the other, looking down, from a considerable 
height, upon the Hudson. The shop we were in 
was a china store; and the nice cold crockery* 
ware made one cool to look at it ; the weather was 

roasting. Mr. - ■ left us to g:ither information, 

and kindly brought me back word that the popu* 
lation of Troy was five hundred, or five thousand, 
I really forget which; and, for my journal, it 
don’t much matter ; and that the storekeeper 
assured him the Trojans were an exceedingly 
refined and literary set of folks ; and that the so* 
ciety, in point of these two advantages, wjis no 
whit behind Boston : there ’s for Boston ! — We 
obtained a coach, and crossed a ferry, such os I 
had never seen before, worked by horses. Poor 
wretches ! they reminded me of —— 's steeds 
Martyre et Souffrance. Mr. — — observed that 
they led the life of the majority ; and so they do,— 
Labour and suffering that custom renders endur* 
able, and that ends by grinding down every faculty 
of mind or soul ; we’re a blessed pack of drudges, 
and deserve to be just what we are. After crossing 
the ferry, we drov6 about five miles through some 
gentle smiliqg lands, that madei^ne feel very cha* 
ritable. The Cohoes is, I believe, a Dutch name 
for a hill just idiove a turn in the Mohawk ; where. 
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ftAcv seme aihdllow, vapid, hasty raiminjf over a 
itxdcj bed, the rivev flings* kself down over a 
broad barrier, between thirty and for^ feet high, 
wHh the most delightful gushing sound in the 
world. The foam looked very nice, and soft, and 
thMk, and cold : I longed to be in the middle of 
it. ‘ • • • • * 

* # * # * ^ 

After wandering about for some time, we sat our* 
selves down on a high grassy knoll just above the 

fells. ***** 

» * • * # * 

« * « * * 

We returned in time, as we flattered ourselves, 
to meet the steam4)oat which leaves Troy for 
Albany at four; but, just as we were crossing 
the ferry, the steamer ran past us, leaving us, 
with eyes and mouths wide open, very much bo- 
thered as to how we were to get down to Albany. 
D’ " pressed a row-boat, and the sense of the 
cemipany seemed to agree thereto; but, upon driv- 
ing to the iim where we hired our carriage^ and 
euquirii^g for sudi a oonveyaaoe, we werp assured 
diat there was nq such diing to be had : where- 
upon my Anber* gutal easy man I beheved 4icre 
nus>no4 and got into die coach agHh. Jir. 
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however* had abst»iided* and r«naaine4 9 **"* *** 
long* that 1 began* to think be had« perbepe* 
started to swim down the river ; wlten he presently 
appeared, informing us that be had gotten a boat 
for ua. We jumped readily out of the coaeh>{ 
and, thou^ my father had aetuidly made a bai^gsip 
for the hire of it, to convey us to Albany, with the 
innkeeper, and, moreover, given him the money, 
the righteous man refunded the dollars; which, 
Falstaff knows, is a displeasing thing to dp: 
** 1 hate that paying back I *’ Our row back 
was delightful : the evening was calm and lovely 
beyond description ; the sun had lost his fierce* 
ness, and the warm air clasped the fresh woods 
tenderly; the waters were unbroken as a mirror; 
the very spirit of love and peace possessed the 
world: the effect of all which was to send me 

into a ^ery sound sleep. * * * 

• * • * # 

* • • • 

We reached Albany in very good time for dio* 
ner. Mr. dined with us: what a savage 
he is, in some respects! He's a curious being: 
•a description of •him would puzadie any one 

who had nyver seen him.* ^ man with the 
profiordons of a giant for . strength > and agilHiy} 
taller, straighter, and broader than* most mmi 
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yet with the most listless, indolent carelessness of 
gait; and an uncertain, wandering way of drop- 
ping his feet to the ground, as if he didn’t know 
where he was going, and didn’t much wish to go 
any where. His face is as dark as a Moor’s; 
with a wild, strange look about the eyes and fore- 
head! and a mark like a scar upon his cheek : his 
whole appearance giving one an idea of toil, hard- 
ship, peril, and wild adventure. The expression 
of his mouth is remarkably mild and sweet; and 
his voice is extremely low and gentle. His hands 
are as brown os a labourer’s : he never profanes 
them with gloves, but wears two strange magical- 
looking rings : one of them, which he showed me, 

is made of elephant’s hair. * * 

***** 

***** 

Occasionally, in his horror of one class of pre- 
judices, he embraces the opposite ones : perhaps 
the extreme of any evil, in this world of imperfect 
means, can only be effectually resisted by its re- 
verse extreme. 


Monday^ Sth, 

I 

After breakfast, went to rehearsal : Mr. ■ • 
came with us. The actors were one and all read- 
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ing their parts : the ludy who played Charlotte 
was the only exception — she was perfect. As 1 
sat on the stage, between iny scenes, a fat, good- 
tem))ercd, rosy, bead-eyed, wet-haired, shining* 
faced looking man accosted me; and having as- 
certained that I was myself, proceeded to accuse 
me of having, in Mrs. llnller, pronounced the 
word industry” with the accent on the middle 
syllable, as ** int^^ustry adding, that he had al- 
ready quoted niy authority to several people for 
the emphasis, and begging to know iny “ exquisite 
reason” therefore. It was in vain that 1 urged 
that it must have been a mistake if 1 said so ; that 
I never meant to say so, vl' 1 did say so ; that if I 
did say so, I was very wTtmg to say so ; that 1 was 
very sorry for having said so ; that 1 never would 
say so again. Between each of my humblest apo- 
logies my accuser merely replied, “ But you did 
say im/ustry,” w'ith an inflexible pertinacity of con- 
demnation, which was not a whit softened by my 
sincere confessions. Presently, the wortliy creature^ 
adverting to the letter in the Mirror about General 
Jackson, begged that es 1 had passed the fourih 
of July, that glorious anniversary, in Albany, I 
would illustrate its celebration ^y some remarks 
in the style of that admirable com|K>8itiou. Great 
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was the fat man’s surprise, and evident his con- 
tempt for me, when I disclaimed the authorship 
of that document. Greater still waxed both, when 
I assured him that on the fourth of July 1 posi- 
tively walked out of the town, to avoid the noise 
init. After this, he remained gazing at me in silent 
amazement; and, as soon as he had sufficiently 
recovered from it to move, he took up his hat, 
and briefly wished me good morning.” Mr. 

— told me the man was a newspaper editor ; 

but J think he looked too fot and fresh, and good- 
tempered for that. When we returned home, sat 

down to write journal. * • * 

***** 

* # ^ * « * 

The play was the Gamester : the house was very 

full. Mr. did not know one syllable of his 

part, and bothered me utterly. At the end of 
the play, they called for my fiither, mid civilly 
desired we would act the Hunchback ; as, how- 
ever, we had not the dresses for it with us, he de- 
clined, but promised we would return hereafter. 
***** 

* * • , • * 
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Tuesday^ 9th» 

After breakfast, the day being extremely filler 

Mr. urged us to go out, and take a sntik; 

so forth we set, my father and I leading the way» 

and D— — and Mr. — following. * 

♦ # • * * 
****«- 

Wc crossed the river, and, following the first road 
like a flock of geese errant, arrived at the top of a 
delightful breezy knoll, opposite a tiny waterfall, 
the rocks and basin of which were picturesque ; but 
the water had been turned off to turn a mill. The 
hill where wc stood commanded a beautiful view 
of the Hudson, Albany, and the shores stretching 
away into sunny indistinctness. My father, and 
D , andsMr. , sat down under some oak 

trees : I ran off to explore the stream. * 

• * • « * 

* * « • * 

After looking about in every direction, 1 returned 
to my friends : we strolled away through the woods- 
jitid along the high roud, with the sweet smell of 
mellow hay keeping us company t^e while. We 
halted at an orchard corner, near a plcasanMook- 
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ing fami) where we all agreed we should like to 

live. * * * * * * 

* # • * * 

« * * * * 

Mr. ' '■ ■■ killed us with laughing with an account 
he gave us of some of Byron’s sayings and doings, 
which were just as whimsical and eccentric as un- 
amiable, but very funny. To-morrow we start 

for Utica : Mr. comes with us : 1 am glad of 

it— I like him. 


Wednesday, lOtk. 

Just as we were getting into the railroad coach 
for Schenectady, a parcel was put into my hand : 

it was a letter from , and Pellico’s “ Mie Pri- 

gioni 1 was glad of it. At Schenectady we dined. 
By the by, 1 must not forget to mention the ci- 
vility we met with from the people who kept the 
house. There have been so many instances given 
of the discomfort and discourteousness which tra- 
vellers encounter in America, that it is but justice 
to record the reverse when one meets with it. For 
my own part, with few exception^ I have 
hitherto met wjth' nothing but ciyility and, atten* 
tion of every descripUon. We have alpnost al- 
ways commanded, private s^tin^^ and single sleq}- 
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ing rooms; have had our meals served in tolerable 
comfort and decency; and even on board the steam* 
boats, where every thing is done by shoal, 1 have 
found that, in spite of being an inveterate dawdle, 
and never ready at any of the bell-ringings, 1 
have always had a place reserved for me, and 
enough to eat, without fighting for it. But to 
return to our Schenectady hosts. The house was 
very full ; and, while waiting for the canal boat to 
avoid the gaping crowds with which all the rcmms 
were filled, I) ■- and I walked out into the 
verandah, when a pretty lassie, the daughter, I 
conclude, of the house, invited us into a very nice 
private parlour, belonging to the family, where I 
found a fine piano, books, music, and all civilis- 
ation as well as civility. We proceeded by canal 
to Utica, which distance we performed in a day 
and a night, starting at two from Schenectady, 
and reaching Utica the next day at about noon. 
I like travelling by the canal boats very much. 
*Ours was not crowded ; and the country through 
which we passed being delightful, the placid, mo- 
derate gliding through it, at about four miles and 
a half an hour, seemed to me infinitely preferable 
to the noise of*wheels, the rumine%)f a coach, and 
the jertcing of bad roads, for the gain of a mile ah 
hour. The onl^nuisukes are the bridges over the 
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canal, which are so very low, that one is obliged 
to prostrate one’s self on the deck of the boat, to 
avoid being scraped off it ; and this humiliation 
occurs, upon an average, once every quarter of an 

hour. Mr. read Don Quixote to us ; he 

reads very peculiarly; slowly, and with very 
marked emphasis. He has a strong feeling of 
humour, as well as of poetry : in fact, they belong 
to each other ; for humour is but fancy laughing, 
and poetry but fancy sad. The valley of the Mo- 
hawk, through which we crept the whole sunshin- 
ing day, is beautiful from beginning to end ; fertile, 
soft, rich, and occasionally approaching sublimity 
and grandeur in its focks and hanging woods. 
We had a lovely day, and a soft, blessed sunset, 
which, just as we came to a point where the canal 
crosses the river, and where the curved and wooded 
shores on cither side recede, leaving a broad smooth 
basin, threw one of the most exquisite effects 
of light and colour I ever remember to have seen 
over the water and through the sky. The sun 
had scarce been down ten minutes from the ho- 
rizon, when the deck was perfectly wet with the 
heaviest dew possible, whiefi drove us down to 
the cabin. H^e I fell fSst asleep,' till awakened 
by the cabin girl’s putting her arms affectionately 
round me, and telling me that I tpight come and. 
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have the first choice of a bertli for the night, in 
the horrible hen-coop Allotted to the female pas- 
sengers. I was too sleepy to acknowledge or 
avail myself of the courtesy ; but the girl's manner 
was singularly gentle and kind. We sat in the 
men’s cabin until they began making preparations 
for bed, and then withdrew into a room about 
twelve feet square, where a whole tribe of women 
were getting to their beds. Some half undressed, 
some brushing, some curling, some washing, some 
already asleep in their narrow cribs, but all within 
a quarter of an inch of each other : it made one 
shudder. As I stood cowering in a corner, half 
asleep, half crying, the etibin girl came to me 
again, and entreated me to let her make a betl 
for me. However, upon my refusing to undress 
before so much good company, or lie down in 

such narrow neighbourhood, she put D and 

myself in a small closet, where were four empty 
berths, where I presently fell fast asleep, where 
she established herself tor the night, and where 
!)■ — , wrapped iq> in a shawl, sat till morning 
under the half-open hatchway, breathing damp 
starlight. 
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Thursdaify l\th, 

D *3 exclamations woke me in the morn- 

ing: the day was breaking brightly, and the dewy 
earth was beginning to smile in the red dawn, 
when we approached Little Falls, a place where 
the placid, gentle character of the Mohawk be- 
comes wild and romantic, and beautifully pic- 
turesque. The canal is for some space cut through 
the solid rock, and the banks, high and bold, were 
crowned with tangled woods, and gemmed with 
wild flowers, and the delicate, vivid tufls of fern. 
It was exceedingly be'a|itiful ; and though I be- 
lieve I missed some part of the scenery immedi- 
ately surrounding Little Falls, the approach to 
it, which is of the same nature, enchanted me ex- 
tremely. When we arrived at Utica, I gave the 
nice cabin girl my silver needle-case : her tender- 
ness and care of me the night before made it im- 
possible for me to offer her money. She took my 
gift, and, throwing her arms round my neck, kissed 
me very forvently for it. 1 was struck with her 
manner, which had appeared to me, in discharge 
of her common duties, reserved, and rather dig- 
nified. This exhibition of feeling surprised me. 
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therefore; and, together with her dark eyes, hair, 
and complexion, made me think she must have 
foreign blood in her veins. I asked her, but she 
said no : American by birth, English by descent : 
certainly she hod neither the face nor bearing of 
the one or the other. She was a very singular 
and striking looking person. As for Mr. — ■ he 
fell in love with her forthwitl), and, I think, had 
half a mind to settle on the Mohawk, and make 
her his fellow farmer. At Utica we dined; and 
after dinner 1 slept profoundly. 'I'he gentlemen, 
1 believe, went out to view the town, which twenty 
years ago was nofy and now is a flourishing 
place, with flne-looking sl^ps, two or three hotels, 
g(X)d broad streets, and a body of lawyers, who 
had a supper at the house where we were staying, 
and kept the night awake with champagne, shout- 
ing, toasts, and clapping of hands : so much for 
the strides of civilisation through the savage lands 
of this new world. Tlie house was full, and we 
could not get a room to ourselves ; so we sat in 
a corner of the large dining-room. Passed the 
evening in writing journal. Mr. — — showed me 
his of Sunday lost.* 
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Friday^ \2th. 

We all breakfasted early together, and itnme> 
diately after breakfast got into an open carriage 

and set off for Trenton. D and my father 

sat beside each other, and I opposite them ; 

IS^r. on the box ; and so we progressed. 

The day was bright and breezy : the country was 
all smiling round us in rich beauty ; the ripening 
sheets of waving grain ; tlie sloping fields, with 
here and there the grey tomb-stone of a forest 
tree ; the vivid thickets bounding the pale harvest 
plots ; the silvery-loofcing fences, with their irre- 
gular lines relieved against tlie dark woods ; the 
clear sky above ; — all was lovely. About seven 
miles from Utica, we stopped to water the horses 
at a lonely road-side house: we alighted, and 
without ceremony strolled into the garden, — a 
mere wilderness of overgrown sweet-briar, faint 
breathing dog-roses, and flaunting red poppies, 
overshadowed by some orchard trees, from which 
we s^le sundry half-ripe cherries. . The place 
was desolate, I believe; yet w^ lingered it, and 
did not think it so, We got into the earriage 
again : Ae remaining eight miles oi^ our joicrney 
were as beautiful and as . bad as the preceding 
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ones had been. I thought of our dark drive back 
througli these miry and uneven ways. At last 
we reached the house at which visiters to the 
Falls put up: a large* comfortable dwelling enough* 
kept by a couple of nice young people* who live 
in this solitude all the year round, and maintain 
themselves and a beautiful big baby by the profits 
they derive from the pilgrims to Trenton. "We 
ordered dinner, and set forth to the Fulls, witli 
our host for guide. We crossed a small wood 
immediately adjoining the house, and, descending 
several flights of steps connected by paths in the 
rocky bank, we presently stootl on the brink of 
the channel, where the wnter was boiling along, 
deep, and black, and passing away like time. We 
followed along the rocky edge : the path is not 
more than a foot wide, and is worn into all manner 
of unevenness and cavities, and slippery with the 

eternal falling of the spray. walked before 

me : we dared not turn our heads, for fear of 
tumbling into the black whirlpool below. \Fe 
walked on steadily, warning each other at every 
step, and presently we arrived at the first fall, 
where the rest of our party were halting. 1 can*t 
describe it I don’t know either its height or 
width; I only know it was extremely beautiful, 
and came pouring down like a great rolling heap 
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of amber. The rocks around are high to the 
heavens, scooped, and singularly regular ; and the 
sides of the torrent are every now and then paved 
with large smooth layers of rock, as even and re- 
gular in their proportions as if the fairies had done 
the work. After standing before the tumbling 
mass' of water for a length of time, we climbed to 
the brink above, and went on. Mr. — — flung him- 
self down under a roof of rock by the waterfall. 

My father, D , and the guide went on out of 

sight, and — and I loitered by the rapid waters, 
flinging light branches and flowers upon the blood- 
coloured torrent, that whirled, and dragged, and 
tossed them down to the«plunge beneath. When 
we came to the beautiful circular fall, we crept 
down to a narrow ridge, and sat with our feet 
hanging over the black caldron, just opposite a 
vivid rainbow that was clasping the waterfall. We 
sat here till I began to grow dizzy with the sound 
and motion of the churning darkness beneath us, 
and begged to move, which we did very cau- 
tiously. I was in an agony lest we should slip 
from the narrow dripping ledges along which we 
crawled. -We wandered on, and stopjied again 
at another fall, upon a rocky shelf overhanging 
the torrent, beside the blasted and prostrate trunk 
of a large tree. 1 was tired with walking, and- 
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was lifUng me up to seat me on the &llmi 

tree, when we saw Mr. coming slowly to- 

wards us. He stopped and spoke to us, and 
presently passed on; we remained behind, talk- 
ing and dipping our hands into the fresh water. 
At length we rejoined the whole party, sitting 
by a narrow channel, where the water looked 
like ink. Beyond this our guide said it was 
impossible to go : I was for ascertaining this by 
myself; but my father ibrbade me to attempt the 
passage further. 1 was thirsty; and the guide 
having given me a beautiful strawberry and a pale 
blue-bell, that he hod found, like a couple of jewels 
in some dark crevice of tjie rocks, I devoured the 
one, and then going down to the black water’s 
edge, we dipped the fairy cup in, and drunk the 
cold clear water, with which abundant draught 1 
relieved my father’s thirst also.* Around the 


* These beautiful little rleliratc wiltl flowers seem to love 
the dewy neighbourhood of watorfulls : it is only at Trenton, 
and the Chaudicre in Canada, that I remember to have seen 
them at all in this country. Some poor Scotch peasants, 
about to emigrate to Canada, took aw'ny with them some 
roots of the ** bonny btooming heather,” in he^es of midihtg 
this beloved adomer of their native moiiiiUuns the checrer 
of dicir exile in the wild lands to wflich they were going. 
The heather, however, refused to grow in the Canadian aolBt 
and the poor emigrants had not the melancholy fdeasuK of 
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place where we were resting* the rocks rose like 
circular Walls up to the very sky. From their over- 
hanging edges, tiny threads of water fell upon the 
rocky pavement beneath, with a silver glancing, 
and a clear, plashing tone, that sounded even amid 
the hoarse talking of the dark waters below. In 
some* mould among these cliffs, at their very highest 
edge, a tree had struck its roots, and, growing 
upside down, stretched its drooping green arms to 
the hurrying stream below, that would not tarry. 
We had walked, I suppose, a mile and a half along 
the water’s side, and in this distance its course is 
broken by six beautiful cataracts. The variety of 
the colour of the water, pccasioned by the various 


seeing its sweet, firniilinr bloom round their new dwellings. 
The person who told me this said that the circumstance had 
been related to him by Walter Scott, whose sympathy with 
the disappointment of these poor children of the romantic 
heatherland betrayed itself even in tears. When I visited 
the beautiful falls of the Chaudidre, our party was enlivened, 
and the picturesque effect of the scene much heightened, by 
some of the Highland b^d belonging to the reipment quar- 
tered in Quebec. I could not help wondering, as I gathered 
the ' blue bdU, which' grew profosdy round the cataract, 
whether, fellowe looked uppn the emblem of their 

<jUstant coont^ I die|n ; 

and the wtidii ‘brou^t my'in&i^' hei^mr that, 

weald aob-^adden UM'tddld’rejyM-iwtt^feiislgn tell; oi^ the 
cewpasaioa of.9ciim'ibrhie comdQrmea’eidifa^l^ilitadiit. 
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depths of Its channel, and the different tints of the 
rocks over which it flows, is singular. Where the 
river expands, its rapid broken waves were of the 
darkest red-brown, like coffee ; or rather, indeed, 
redder than that, like a deep blood colour ; reach- 
ing the walls of rock, over which they fall into a 
lower ’bed, they became pouring masses of amber 
and diamonds, or soft, thick heaps of whitest foam ; 
and then again, in the deep narrow channels which 
received their headlong leaping, all was black as 
blackest night, and the waters were sucked away 
under the hollow rocks in inky eddies, that made 
me think of drowning with double horror. The 
several falls arc very various in their height and 
forms, but they are all beautiful, most beautiful ; 
not a place to visit for a day, but to live the sum- 
mer away in. * * * * 

« * • • • 

«r • * * # 

When we were all rested, we rose to retrace 
our steps : our guide was a man of some culti- 
vation, and of much natural refinement, with a 
strong feeling of the exquisite beauty of the scenes 
in which he was Iving. These falls ere upon his 
own land, fa^ong to bim, and Jhe point^ out to 
us a q>ot beside the torrent where he said be bad 
read all Byron's works i this pleased me. Re- 
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turning, I thought the path even more difficult than 
it was before : there is a chain fastened along the 
rock where it narrows, for the security of persons 
walking: this has been put up since the lament- 
able loss of a young girl, who, following her party 
along this slippery path, missed her footing, and 
was swept into a foaming whirlpool, whence no> 
thing could ever emerge. Our guide told us of 
another terrible accident which happened not long 
before we were there. A young lady and her 
lover were going along the water side, and, in order 
to retain hold of her hand, he walked upon a 
narrow ridge, where he could hardly balance him- 
self: the girl said, “ Oh, you walk there, I shall 
let you go she did so, and in the same instant 
he slipped from the rock and was dragged away 
to that dark death.* 

* I do not know that the sense of danger has ever been 
so vivid in my mind as while walking along this narrow edge 
of eternity. Nothing around Niagara appeared to me half 
so full of peril as the path along the Trenton Falls, although 
I have hung over the brink of the last rock that vibrates on 
the very veige of that great abyss, and explored, entirely 
alonc^' Ae path under the huge watery curtain that fidls from 
Table Ro^,^. .X do not know whether thq mention of the 
late accidents at Trenton affected my ima^nation, and caused 
me to exaggeriite the danger; but it I4)peare4> to me almost 
imcacolous that every body pasring along those narrow, drip- 
ping, uneven ledges did pot share the fate of the two unfor- 
tunate persons 1 have menirioned. 
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The chain upon the rock was about as high as 
my shoulder; but when the river is swollen, it 
constantly rises above the chain : at which time, 
it is scarce possible to go any distance along its 
banks. This had been the case a short time before 
we were there. We returned to the house, and 
dined. After dinner, had a gossip with Mrs. — — ■ ■ ■, 
and a romp with her beautiful baby. I strolled 
into the garden : it was in disorder, and looked 
like a wilderness; but I saw' some roses drooping 
their full bosoms to the earth, and I went to fetch 
them. Our host came with me : he said he had 
but little leisure to cultivate his garden, and could 
not well afford to have «it kept in better order ; 
that it supplied them with nearly all they re- 
quired ; and that, with his other occupations, he 
had hardly time to make it more than useful. I 
questioned him about the number of visiters who 
came to the falls. He said in summer there was 
a constant succession of them ; but that in winter 
no one came there. Upon my expressing some 
surprise that people did not come, and remain for 
some weeks at least, in so beautiful a place, he 
told me that the generality of visiters were quite 
satisfied wit^ an hour’s stroll l^y the water ; and 
that some had arrived at his door, alighted from 
their carriage, dined, sauntered round the house. 
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and, without even going dawn to the rivers retunied 
tb Utica quite satisfied with Slaving been at Tren-' 
ton. I was amazed. But the utter insensibility 
of the generality of Americans to the beauty and 
sublimity of nature is nothing short of amazing ; 
and in this respect they literally appear to me to 
want a sense. 1 have been filled with astonish- 
ment and perplexity at the total indifference with 
which they behold scenes of grandeur and loveli- 
ness that any creature, with half a soul, would 
gaze at with feelings almost of adoration. But in 
these glorious tabernacles of nature, where God’s 
majesty seems, as it were, visibly resting on his 
works, I have seen Americans come and stare, 
and stand for a moment, and depart again, appa- 
rently impressed with nothing but the singularity 
of the man or woman who could remain there 
longer than they did. What can be the cause of 
this ? — Is it possible that a perception of the benu- 
tifiil in nature is a result of artificial cultivation ? — 

m 

is it that the grovelling narrowness of the usual 
occupations to which the majority addict them- 
selves has driven out of them the fine spirit, which 
is Gkid’s <«ltar in men’s souls H — is it that they 
become incapable pf beauty ? Wretched people i 
They remind me, by contrast, as I see them tml** 
ing along the crowded streets of thw citios those 
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dens of Mammon, of Words wortli’s noble descrip- 
tion of him, — 

“ Who walked in glory and in joy. 

Behind his plough, upon the mountain side." 

* * * # * 

# » # * * 

At about sunset, I wandered into the wood, to the 
top of the steps leading to the waterfall ; where I 
could hear, far below, its sweet voice singing as it 
passed away. I remained standing here till the 
carriage was announced. Just before we went 
away, our host gave me a small piece of crystal. It 
is found among the rocl^s here, which, I believe, 
present many curious geological phenomena ; 
which I leave to the learned to describe. The 
strata are the most beautifully regular possible ; 
andfupon their broad, smooth, surfaces, a thousand 
theories sit ; which 1 hope I did not disturb, as 
I walked over them in the plenitude of my igno- 
rance, admiring God’s masonry. Oh, fair world ! 
— oh, strange, and beautiful, and holy places — 
where one’s soul meets one in silence — and where 
one’s thoughts arige, with the everlasting incense 
of the waters, from the earth, wbivh is His foot- 
jifeotd, to . the heavens, wbicli are His throne. . It 
grew dark long before we reached Utica: half the 
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way, I sang; tbe other hal^ 1 slept, id spite of 
ruts five fathoms deep, and all the joltings of 
these evil ways. To*morrow we start on our way 

to Niagara ; which, Mr. says, is to sweep 

Trenton clean from our memories. I do not 
think it. 


Saturday, 13M. 

Lefi Utica at six o’clock, in our exclusive extra : 
we were to go on as far as Auburn, a distance of 
seventy-six miles. The day was very beautiful, 
but extremely hot. At Vernon, where we stopped 

to breakfast, we overtook the ’s ; we had a 

very good breakfast ; and, I think, for the first 
time since our land journey from Baltimore to 
Philadelphia, last winter, we were waited on by 
women. Found a case of musical glasses : sat on 
the floor, in great delight, amusing myself with 
them : while the stage was getting ready, — — and 
I begun wandering about ; but the place did not 
look promising, and the heat was intense. We 
sat ourselves down under the piazza of the tavern, 
and I gave him the words of** To that lone Well.*' 
In about an hour,^ w^ set off again. The country 
was very rich and beautiful ; and, at every knoll, 
backed by woodlands, and skirted by golden grain 
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fields. Mr.—— exclaimed, ** Come, we will 
have a farm here.” • He and my fatlier were to 
smoke, reflect, and enjoy life ; I was to sing, 
whenever I happened to please, and enjoy life too ; 
D— ■■■' ' was to brew, to bake, wash, iron, plough, 
manage the house, look after the cattle, take care 
of the poultry, mind the dairy ; in short, do every 
thing on earth that was ti> be done, aiul enjoy life 
too : all which arrangements afforded us matter of 
converse on the way, and much amusement. Then 

my father and Mr. hod long argumentations 

about acting : the latter is a vehement admirer of 
Kean; and of course, that being the case, mat^ 
ter of debate was not wnt\ting> It was all extremely 
pleasant and profitable ; and W’hile the sun shone, 
and we all kept our tempers, nothing could do 
better. — amused me by telling me portions 

of ’s book, the Adventures of a younger 

Son, with which he had been extremely charmed ; 
and which 1 remember beginning on boartl ship, 

as we crossed from England. * * 

***** 

# • # * * 

At about half-past three, we arrived at a place 
called Stfracmei t ! — where,^ stopping to chiuige 
horses, my father observed that here there 
were two different routes to our point of destina- 
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tion ; and desired our driver to take that whicE 
passes through Skaneatelesyi a very beautiful vil- 
lage, situated on a lake so called. However, 
to this the master of the inn, who was also, I 
believe, proprietor of the coach, seemed to have 
some private objection ; and while my father 
was 'yet speaking, very coolly shut the coach- 
door in his face, and desired the driver to go 
on in the contrary direction. The insolence of 
the fellow enraged niy fiither extremely ; and it 
was rather astonishing, that ’s the fact : but the 
deuce is in’t if, in a free country, a man may 
not choose which way his own coach shall go, 
in spite of the folk who «pay him for the use of it. 
We had to pocket the affront; and, what was 
much more disagreeable, to travel an ugly, unin- 
teresting road, instead of a picturesque and pretty 
one. We had not proceeded many miles after 
this occurrence, and were just recovering our 
equanimities, when the said vehicle broke down. 
We were not overturned or hurt, only tilted a 
litde on one side. The driver, however, did not 
seem to think it safe to proceed in this condition : 
the gentlemen got out, and seardied the bet^ies 
and thickets for ^ piece of oak sufficiently strong 
and stout to repair, at least for the moment, the 
damage : we were not at the time widiin reach 
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any house. At last, they procured what they 
wanted; and, having firopped up the carriage after 
the best fashion they could, we proceeded at a 
foot pace to the next village. Here, while tlicy 
were putting our conveyance into something like 

better order, and I wandered away to a 

pretty bright watercourse, which, like all water in 
this country, was made to turn a mill. The 
coach being made sound once more, we ]>acked 
ourselves into it, and progresscil. Thu evening 
was perfectly sultry. I never shall forget, at a 
place where we stopped to water the horses, a 
cart-full of wretchetl sheep and calves, who were, 
I suppose, on their w'uy to the slaughter-house, 
but who, in the mean time, seemed enduring the 
most horrible torture that creatures can siifler. 
They w’ere jammed into the cart so as to be 
utterly incapable of moving a single limb; the 
pitiless sun shone fiercely upon their wretched 
heads, and their poor eyes were full of dust and 
flies. I never saw so miserable a spectacle of 
suffering. I looked at the brutal-looking man 
that was driving them, and wondered whether he 
would go to hellt for tormenting these helpless 
beasts in tlys fashiem. 

The sun set gloriously. Mr. — — began talk- 
ing about Greece, and getting a good deal ex- 
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cited, pretendy burst forth into ** The isles of 
Greece ! the isles of Greece ! ** ivhich he recited 
with amazing vehemence and earnestness. He 
reminded me of Kean several times; while he 
was declaiming, be looked like a tiger. *Tis 
Strange, or, rather, ’t is not strange, ’t is but na- 
tural, how, in spite of the contempt, and even 
hatred, which he often expresses for England, 
and every thing connected with it, his thoughts 
and plans, and all the energies of his mind, seem 
for ever bent upon changes to be wrought in Eng- 
land — freer government, purer laws, more equal 
rights. He began to talk about Cromwell : he 
wantetl, he said, to have a play written out of 
Cromwell’s life. talked the matter over with 

infinite zeal, and established most satisfactorily, 
that to accomplish such a thing, as it ought to be 
done, would be quite one of the most difficult 
tasks in the world. Nobody but a religious and 
political enthusiast could do it: a poet, unless 
himself a republican Englishman and fanatical 
sectarian, hardly could : it must be unlike all other 
works of art— not an imitation of truth, but truth 
itself. Schiller is the only man Ikcan imagine who 
could have attempted, it with any chance suc- 
cess; and 1 even doubt whether he would have 



JOURNAL. 


S0a 

made of it the firebrand our friend wants.* To- 
wards evening the heat became more and more 
oppressive. Our coach was but ill cobbled, and 
leaned awfully to one side. 1 fell aslee[) lying in 
my father’s lap ; and when we reached Auburn, 
which was not until nine o'clock, 1 was so tired, 

* Thank Ootl ! a Arebrancl, which sliall throw Kiigland 
into confusion and anarchy, is not, indeed, of Csosy make. Itiily^ 
crushed under the heel of her iiortlierii rulers ; or l‘Vatice, 
blown about with every breath of opinion, may rush into 
revolutions for a baihul or an opera. The misery of the om*., 
and the miserable excitability of the other nation, render it 
easy to rouse, in the former, the spirit of retribution ; in 
the latter, the desire of change. But Englishmen, who arc? 
neither slaves nor weatheren^'ks, arc less easily stirred to 
w'ild excesses of political excitement. Let who niU steer, 
the old ship i.s too well ballasted to sink. Whoever rules, 
whatever party may be at the hesid of her government, 
Cngland is sound at heart : there is a broad foundation of 
moral good and intelligence in the nation, which will not be 
shaken or upturned, let factions erect or puli down what 
temporary trophies they please, to their own short-lived and 
selfish triumphs. The file of the mechanic may still gnaw 
angrily at the iron crown of thi; aristocracy; interests of 
classes may still jar, parties wrangle, and the eternal warfare 
between those who climb, and those who stand upon the 
topmost round of the ladder, may still be waged. And M 
be in none of thesd is there fear or danger; bnt rather a 
whoteseme action of power against power; a checking, 
winnowing, pfirffying, and prcserv&ig influence. Moral erfl, 
vice; and mental evil, ignoraticei are the roots of dem^t 
surely England is fiur from the day of her downfidling. 
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to miserably sleepy, and so tortured with the 
side-ache, from the cramped position in which I 
had been lying, that I just crawled into the first 
room in the inn where we alighted, and dropped 
down on the floor fast asleep. They roused me 
for supper ; and very soon after I betook myself 
to bed. The heat was intolerable ; the pale feet 
of the summer lightning ran along the black edges 
of the leaden clouds, — the world was alight 
with it. I could not sleep : I never endured such 
suftbcating heat. 


Sunday i \^th. 

Rose at eight : the morning was already sultry 
as the hottest noon in England. After breakfast, 
I wandered about the liouse in search of shade ; 
went into an empty room, opened the shutters, 
and got out upon a large piazza, or, rather, colon- 
nade, which surrounded it. Hie side I had 
chosen was defended by the house fimm the fierce 
sunlight; and 1 walked up and down in quiet 
and loneliness for some time. Not fiir from the 
house stood the prison, one of the state pHsbns 
of the country ; a, large grey building, whi^ ap- 
peared like a huge block of granite unsheltered 
by a nngle tree or bush, and dim with the hazy 
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heat of the atmosphere. Being Sunday^ we were 
not able to visit it ; but the person who kept the 
house where we were, a very intelligent and civil 
man, gave us some account of it, and fully cor- 
roborated the fact whicli Stuart mentions, •«- 
that when the prison took fire, and all the cri- 
minals confined in it were liberated to assist in 
saving tlie buihling, in sjiite of the general con- 
cision and total absence of restraint or observ- 
ation, which for some time left them the most 
easy opportunity of escape, not one of them took 
advantage of this accitlenl to recover their liberty, 
but every prisoner returned voluntarily, after tlie 
fire was got under, to Itis cell. I'his seems mi- 
raculous, and speaks more for the excellence of 
the system piu'sued in tliese establishments titan 
all the disquisitions in the world. At about ten, 
our exclusive extra having driven to the door, we 
packed ourselves into it, and proceeded towards 
Geneva, where we were to dine. The sky, how- 
ever, presently became overcast; and, towards 
noon, the world was absolutely shrouded in a 
lead-coloured pall. The air was stifling : it was 
impossible to dravb one's breath; and a quarter of 
a degree more of heat would .certainly have occa- 
sioned suifocation. We were all gasping. Sud- 
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denly the red lightning tore open the heavy 
clouds, the thunder rolled round the heavens, the 
rain came down in torrents : we were away from 
all shelter, and obliged to proceed through the 
storm, '^riie leather curtains of our coach were 
speedily unrolled and buttoned down ; but this 
formed but a miserable shelter against the furious 
rain. Our carpet-bags, which M'ere on the out- 
side of the carriage, were soaked through ; and 
we ourselves were soon ia nearly as bad a plight. 
The rain came in rivulets through tlie crevices of 
our insufhcii'ut shelter, and the seats and bottom 
of the coach were presently standing imjoIs. We 
arrived between twelve and one o’clock at Cayuga; 
and here Ave drew up before the inn door, to 
await the end of the storm. The rain was still 
so violent, that we preferred remaining in the 
coach to getting out and being still more tho- 
roughly drenched. Tlie thunder growled sulkily 
at a distance, and die lightning glared rapidly 
from side to side. By degrees, the over-swollen 
clouds, having emptied themselves, rolled away ; 
the rain became less violent ; the mist and heavy 
vapour parted from off the face of the eartht -and 
die lake appeared .blending with ^e slqj^ amid 
die indistinct and hazy outlines of die half- 
shrouded country. While we were sitting listen- 
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ing to the storm, silence had fallen upon us till : 
a thunder-storm is “apt to prove an interniplion 

to conversation. During this pause, !Mr. 

took out his pencil, and wrote ujmn a sertip of 
paper a very eloquent Mjili€>niedan dt'seription 
of the attributes of God. I do not know wliether 
it was his own, or an nuthentie Mahoniedaii 
tlocument : it was sublime. * 

-V -7* 

* -H ^ 

The storm having abated, ive proeeetled on our 
vvtiy ; <:ross«.-d a britlge a mile and some roods 
long, over the Caytiga lake; which, however, was 
still so veiled with sfowling mist and clouds, 
that we could discern none of its features. At 
about three o’clock wx* reached Geneva, a small 
toivn situated on a lake called Seneca Wat<'r. 

Here we dined. had most provitleiitially 

brought silver forks with him : for the W'retched 
two-pronged iron implements furnished us by our 
host were any thing but <-lean or convenient. 
After dinner, the weather having become mild 
and bright, we went up to a piazza on the second 
fiooti^ which overktoked the lake and its banks : 
the latter gire very picturesque ; and the town 
itself, climbing in terraces along the side of a 

N 2 
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Steep acclivity, rising from the water, has a very 
good effect. The lake at this'point did not appear 
very wide ; for we could distinguish, from where 
we stood, minute objects on the opposite shore. 

After resting ourselves for a short time, we 
again took to our coach, and pursued our route 
towards Canandaigua, where we were to pass the 
night. The afternoon was bright and beautiful, 
the road tolerable, and the country through which 
we passed fertile and smiling. 

As the evening began to come on, we reached 
Canandaigua I.ake, a very beautiful sheet of water, 
of considerable extent ; we coasted for some time 
close along its very margin. The opposite shore 
was high, clothed with wood, from amidst which 
here and there a white liQuse looked peacefully 
down on the clear mirror below : the dead them- 
selves can hardly inhabit regions more blessedly 
apart from the evil turmoil of the world, than the 
inhabitants of these beautiful solitudes.* Leaving 


* I have had occasion to observe, in a former note, that 
foreigners travelling through this country see only the least 
desirable society of the various citiee they visit. rTbeie is 
another class of Americans, whom they rarely, if be- 
come acquainted without all ; by far the most iiliterestti^, in my 
opildon, which the country t^rds. I speak of those families 
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the water’s edge, we proceeded about a quarter 
of a mile, and foiiiKl ourselves at the door of the 


thickly scattered through all the states^ from ^^'hosc original 
settlers many of them are immediately dcseondovl; who 
reside upon lands purchased by their graiulhithers in the 
early days of the liriiish cttlonies ; and wlio, living remote 
from the Atlantic cities, and the more travelled routes be- 
tween them, arc free from all the peculiarities w hich displease 
an European in the societies of the towms, and pussesa 
traits of originality in their manners, minds, and mode of Ufe» 
infinitely refreshing to the observer, wearied of the eternal 
sameness which pervades the human congregations of the 
Old World. 

In mixing with the connne^rcial fashionables and exclusives 
of the American cities, the European is at once amused and 
aniioyetl with the assumption of a social tone and spirit at 
variance with the w'holc make of the country. He is told 
that he is in the best society of the [dace, and with perfect 
justice condemns this best society as, probably, the w orst he 
ever saw : a society assuming the airs of separate rank 
wlierc no rank at all exists, attempting to copy the luxury 
and splendour of the residents of European capitals, with- 
out possessing one tithe of their wealth to excuse the 
extravagance, or enable them to succeeil in the endeavour, 
and presenting tlic most incongruous and displeasing mixture 
possible of pretension, ignorance, affectation, and vulgarity. 
I have before said, tljgt even in the cities there arc circles of 
a very ififferent order; but yet freer from all these drawbacks 
is the socicty^formed by the class vjf^jcople (tf whom I have 
spoken above, and whom I should designate as the gpntry 
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inn at Canandaigua ; the principal among some 
houses surrounding an open turfed space, like an 
English village green, across which ran the high 

roa<l. My father, Mr. , and I went up to a 

sort of observatory at the top of the houscj from 
Avhence the view was perfectly enchanting. The 
green below, screened on three sides with remark- 
ably fine poplar trees, and surriiunded by neat 
white houses, reminded me of some retired spot 
in my own tlear country. Opposite us, the land 
rose with a gentle wooded swell ; and to the left, 
the lake spread itself to meet the horizon. A 
fresh breeze blew over the earth, most grateful 
after the intense heat of .»the morning, and tlte 
sky was all strewed Avith faint rosy clouds, melting 


of this country ; using that tenn in the best sense in which 
it was once used in England. 

Among tins large but widely scattered portion of the 
conmiunity, should the European traveller’s good fortune 
lead him, he will find hospitality without ostentation, purity 
of morals independent of the dread of opinion, intellectual cul- 
tivation unmixed with the desire of display, great simplicity 
of lifb^and ignorance of the world, originality c^^^nd 
naturally arising fVom independence and solitude, the 
hetty because the most natural, manners. Of sbeh, I know, 
from «he lower shores of the Chesapeake, to the half savage 
territory around Michilimakinaek. 
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away one by one into violet wreaths, among which 
the early evening stjy* glittered cold ami clear. 

We came down to supper, which was servetl 
to us, as usual, in a large <le3olate*luuking public 
room. After this, wc came to the sitting-room 
they had provided for us, a small comfortable 
apartment, with a very linely-toned piano 'in it. 
To this I forthwith sat down, and played and 
sang for a length of time : late in the evening, I 
left the instrument, and my father, Mr. ■ , 

and 1 took a delightfid stroll under the colon- 
nade, discussing ISIilton ; many passages of which 
my father recited most beautifully, to my infinite 
delight and ecstasy, ^y ami by they wetit in, 
and came out to walk with me. 

Certainly this climate is the most treacherous 
imaginable : the lu‘ut this morning hud been in- 
tolerable, and to-night a piercing cold win<l h.ad 
arisen, that would have rendered winter clothing 
by no means superfluous. We walkefl rapidly up 
and down, till the bleak blast became so keen, that 
we were glad to take refuge in the house. • Our 
unfortunate carpet bags and their contents are 
litex^i^ly drenclie<i: many of my gogds and chattels 
will n^ver recover this ablution ; among others, 
I am sorry to say, — 's beaut ifiil satciieL 

N 4 
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Monday t 1 5th. 

Otir brcakfaiity which was extremely comfort- 
able and clean, v^as served to us in our private 
room ; 8 singular favour : one, 1 hope, which will 
become a custom as the country is travelled 
through by greater numl>ers. Before breakiast, 

D had been taking a walk about the pretty 

village, and trying to beg, borrow, or steal some 
flowers for me. I'he master of the inn, however, 
succeeded Ixittcr than she did ; for he presently 
made his appearance wiib a very beautiful anrl 
fragrant nosegay, which I found, to my utter dis- 
may, ha<l been levied from a gentleman’s private 
ganlen in my name. My horror wa.s excessive 
at this, and was scarcely diminislied when I dis- 
covered, u}K)n enquiry, that they had been gathered 
from Mr. ■ ' s garcleii ; that gentleman having 
large property and a fine residence here. He 
was not in Canandaigua himself ; but, as we drove 
past his house, 1 left car<ls for his lady, who must 
have thought my demand on her gi'een-housjs' bne 
of the greatest impt^rpnencies extant. . It was jiinc 
o’clock when we left Canandaigua : we were all a 
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little tlone up with our two previous days ; and it 
was uiianiiuotisly settled that ive should proceed 
only to Rochester, a distance of between thirty 
and forty miles, whtcli we accoinpli^ht.'d bv tWO 
o’clock. 

Rochester, upon whose site, I understand]) 
twenty years a^o there stood hardly a housi‘, 
is now u ]aro(> and populous inannfactnrino toun. 
The progress of life in this country is ania/ing. 
From ilay to day lh«‘ wilderness !)ecomes in- 
habited, j.i tij(letl, civilised . :in<l where yt'Ster- 
<iav the niaje'tic woods wert- standing, and the 
silent waters gliding in all tht* soh'inn solitude 
of unexplored naturi-, V> <lay tlu* sound of the 
forge and anvil is heard, llu; htisy l’c*et of men 
jKiss and repass, their luingK'd voices resound, 
their dwellings arise : the wheels of a thousand 
niechatiical miracles chish, creak, aiul jar; the 
va{)ours of a thousand steain-tuigines mingle with 
the hitherto lonely clouds ; and the huge fins of 
a thousand steam- boats beat tlic waters, carrying 
over their hitherto undisturbed surface the vast 
produce of industry. The labours, the arts, the 
knqivjf^ge, the wealth, tlie wonders of education 
and t^ilisatipn ! It is somethyig that fills one 
witli admiration, in the old, and eke tiie new sn^se 
of the word. 
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The inn at wliich we alighted was large and 
roinfortablo : iti the drawing-ii’oom I found a very 
tolerable piano-forte, to which I instantly betook 
myself. By the time we had seen our bed-rooms, 
and ordered dinner, we found we should have 
leisure, before it Avas readv, to walk to the falls 
of lh«» Oeneset* (the riA'er on which Rochester 
stands), \vhi«-h have some celebrity for their beauty. 
A man from (hehoft*! A'ohin leered to be our guide, 
and joine<! our party. We walked tip the main 
street, which was crowded and full of business; 
from this, pr«‘si>ntly turning otf, we followetl a 
Av'i<h*r road. Avith houses aiul pretty flower-gardens 
on ea<d» sick*, ami rcachetk after half a mile’s Avalk, 
a mea«l()w skirti'd hya de4*p ravine, through which 
tin* river ran ; from whence Ave looked immediately 
Aijmn the falls. They would be, and were, 1 
dotdit not, <inee Inviutiful ; for the barrier of rock, 
over Avhich tla* riv»*r throAA's itself into the A'alley 
beloAv, is of consi<U>rahk* breaiUh and height; but, 
alas ! the waters have bt'en turned off to turn mills, 
and a thin curtain, Avhich falls over the rocks like 
a vajKJury shwt of blue smoke, is all that remains 
of the Genesee falls ; whilst| from a thoutihnd 
dingy-looking millj^ and manufactories, tte poor 
little rivulets of labouring water come rushing 
through narrow dirty channels, all stained and 
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founiiiig and hot from llioir work, to throw them- 
selves into the thin,bosom of thoir {niroiit stream. 
Truly, mills and steam-engines are wonderful 
things, and 1 know that men must live ; but I wish 
it were not expedient to destroy what God has 
made so very beautiful, in order to make it useful. 
Our guide perceiving our admiration was a good 
deal excited by the picturesque beauty of the 
scene, fell into a species of rhap»ody, which lerinitt- 
ated thus : “ Yes, sir, when 1 see the waters thus 
falling from Ihe holtont to the tap ; I sa}', sir, when 
I look at the water i’alling from the bottom to the top^ 
I can compare it to nothing — but — but — but 
— wool out of n cotton^mill I” This was an un- 
looki'd for climax, and gave ns all a violent in- 
clination to laugh in the face of the onitor ; which, 
liowever, would have been exceedingly wrong ; 
for so sincere was the good man in his enthusiasm, 
that he wsis not in the least aware of the mira- 
culous pvocee<ling which he twice, with much em- 
phasis, ascribed to the upward falVmy water.-j- 

^ If * * * 

f lfa.s spot is famous as the scen^ the laht exploit of a 
singular individual, known by the name of Sam Patch* An 
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We waited in tliis meadow for the passing of a train 
of rail-road carriages, which run between Roches- 
ter and a small village about three miles distant, 
where the river was said to be very beautiful. 
We hailed them as tliey went by, and proceeded 
in them to their destination. The view itself, 
from this poiitt, though romantic and pretty, was 
scarce worth going out of the way for; the w’alk 
back, however, was delightful. The river riuMs 
here through a deep gullj j the banks rising pre- 
cipitously above a hundrwl feet on each side of it. 
On oiu* side they are beautifully aiul thiokly 
woofled ; the other presents a bare w'all of reddish 
rock lying in very regulaa strata. About a mile 
and a half below the falls, the channel of the river 
coiitracts itself, and the water, forcing its way 
through some irregular rocky projections, forms 
a very pretty miniature cataraett. We w'alked 


Irishman by birth, I Iwlicvc, he came over to this country 
to earn his bread, and hit upon a very ingenious method of 
doing so, i. e. juinping for large wagers down cataracts ; 
which diving feat he performed successfully more than .once. 
But, like the Sicilian diver of old, poor Sam Patch took one 
plunge too many ; and, after leaping with impunity front the 
rocks immediately bcloW the Falls of Niagara, he found his 
death in the Oenesee — attempting the leap. It is said, 
wh3e in a state of intozicatkin. 
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along the high margin of the glen, upon some very 
thick soft turf, looking down upon the deep bed 
of the water, and enjoying a delicious fresh breeze. 
’T is curious enough, that upon tliis strip of turf, 
close to the high road, under Uie shelter of a group 
of trees, we found a couple of tomb-stones. They 
were carefully railed round, and bore the names of a 
man and his wife, without, however, assigning any 
cause for their choice of a burial-place so public 
and unhallowed. Tiie last mile of our walk was 
by no means so agreeable as the previous part 
had been. Nearing the town, we had to leave the 
brink of the river and follow the dusty track of 
the rail-road. When w* reached Rochester, we 
dined ; after which I went and lay down, and 
slept till tea-time. When I came <lown to tea, 

found the gentlemen profoundly busied ; 

writing homo, Mr. — '■ • journalising, my father 
poring over maps and road-books, to find out if 
we could not possibly get as far as Niagara to- 
morrow. 


Tuetdayy \Qth, 


Had to get up before I *d half done my sle^. 
At six, started ^jfom Rochester for Murray, where 
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we purposed breakfasting. Just as we were near- 
ing the inn, at this same place, our driver took it 
into his head to give us a taste of his quality. We 
were all earnestly engaged in a discussion, when 
suddenly 1 felt a tremendous sort of stunning blow, 
and as sof>n as I opened niy eyes, found that the 
coach was ovcrturnetl, lying completely on its side. 
I was very comfortably curled up under iny father, 
who, by Heaven’s mercy, did not suflbcate me; 

ojtposite sat 13 , Jis white as a ghost, with her 

foreh(‘ad cut open, and sin awful-looking stream 
of blood falling from it; by her stood !Mr. ■— •, 
also us pale as aslu's: — — - was perched like a 
binl .above us all. on tie* edge of the doorway, 
which was open. 'The first thing I did, was to 
cry as loud as ever I could, “ I ’m not hurt, I ’m 
not hurt ! ” which tissurjinci* 1 shoutetl sulficiently 
lustily to remove all anxiety from their minds. 
The next tiling was to get my father up ; in ac- 
<.*onq)lishing which, he trampled upon me most 
cruelly. As soon a.s 1 was relieved from his moun- 
tainous prc'ssure, 1 got up, and saw, to my dismay, 

two men carrying Mr. into the house. We 

were all convinciHl that soine^of his limbs were 
broken: 1 ran alter os quickly as 1 could, and 
pi'esently the houile was like an hospital. They 
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carried )tini into an upper room, and laid him on 
a bed ; ' here, too, tjicy broughi 1>— — , all white 
and bleeding. Our hand-basket:s and bags were 
ransaekcil for salts and eaii de Cologne. Cold 
water, hot water, towels, and pocket handker- 
chiefs, were called into riHpiisition ; and 1, with 
niv clothes all torn, and one shouldt'V all briiiseil 
and cut, went iVnin tlu* one to tlu* ollioi* in utter 
di.Hiniiy. Prc'^mtly, io iny groat — — 

rovlvi^d ; and gavo ample testimony of ilciviljg tllC 
use ot' liis limbs, by gc tting up, aud, in the most 

skilful manner, })lastering jioor 1) ’s broken 

brow u[>, Went in (juest ol* iny father, who 

hafl re( (*iverl a violent# blow on his leg, tuid was 
halting ahciut, looking after the baggage and the 
driver, wlio had e.-caped uiilutrt.’* 'Die chief 
cause* of our nii.^forlune was the economy with 

• AlthoiJi^ii nohody, I f)dicve, ever travelled a Inindrecl miles 
by land in thi^ country wiiliout Indiig overturned, the drivers 
deserve infinite eredit for the rrrrt’ orewm ;/ re of accidents. 
How* they can carry a coach at all over some of their roads is 
miraculous ; and high prai.se is liue to them I Kith for care and 
skill, that any body, in any part of this country, ever arrives 
at the ctid of a land journey at all. 1 do not ever remember 
to have seen six-in*hand driving exce{it in New' England, 
where it is oummon, and where stage-drivers are great 
adq>ts in their mystery. 
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which the stage-coachcs are constructed in thb 
thrifty land ; that is, they have^but one doojtT) and, 
of coursC) are obliged to be turned round much 
oftencr than if they had two : in wheeling us, 
therefore, rapidly up to the inn, and turning the 
coacli with the side that had a door towards the 
house, we swung over, aiul fell. While the coach 
was being repaired, and the horses changed, we, 
bound up, bruist'd, and aching, but still very 

merry, sat down t(i breakfast. Mr. who 

had been merely stunned, seized on the milk and 
honey, and stuiled away with great zeal : poor 
I )" — - - was the most deplorable of the party, with 
a bloody handkerchief bound over one half her 

face ; I only ached a little, and I believe 

escaped with .a semteh on his finger ; so, seeing it 
was no worse, we thanked God, and devoured. 
After breakfiist, we packetl ourselves again in our 

vehicle, and .progressetl. Mr. had procured 

for me a bunch of flowers ; and I amusc‘d myself 
with making a wreath of them. Our route lay 
over what is called the Ridge road j a very re- 
markable tract, pursuing a high embankment, 
which was once the boundary of Lake Ontario ; 
though the waters^ are now distant from it. up- 
wards of seven mil^. Tlie theories of tlie geolo- 
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gists respecting the former position of the lake are 
very sii^gular; though borne out by similar in- 
stances of natural convulsions, and also by the 
very futures of- the land. The country through 
which we journeyed to day was wilder and 
less cultivated than any we have yet seen* A 
groat deal of forest land, consisting of close, 
tliin, tall, second-growth, springing around the 
stump of many a huge tree ; tliick tangled under- 
wood; marsh and damp green wilderness, where the 
grass and bushes trailed about in rank luxuriance ; 
and piles of felled timber, with here and there a 
root yet smoking, bore witness to the first inroads 
of human cultivation. *None of the trees that 
were standing were of any girth, or comparable 
in size and beauty to our park trees ; but some of 
the stumps were of large size, and must have been 
tlie foundations of noble forest pillars. Our road, 
after leaving the Ridge road, was horrible : for 
some length of time before we reachetl Lockport, 
we were dragged over what is called a corduroy 
road ; which consists merely of logs of wood laid 
close to each other, the natural inequalities of 
which produce a ^>ecies of jolting incomparably 
superior to any other I ever ft4^ and administer- 
ing but little comfort either to our bruised bones 
or apprehensive nerves. 
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’ We reached Lock[k)rt at about four o’clock. 
Tbore had been rain in Uie cowse of the ntwningy . 
but the evening was clear, tliougli very cold. Tlie ap- 
pearance of Lockport is very singular: a collection 
of new white houses, that look as though they were 
but this instant finished, standing in a half-cicarcd 
wilderness. All round the town, if such it may be 
caUe<l, stretch the remains of the once pathless 
wetods, half cleared, half savage-looking yet ; and, 
08 far as the eye can reach, the country presents 
a scries of dreary slopes, covered with prostrate 
trees, hea{)8 of hewn timber, smoking stumps, and 
blackeiKMl trunks — a sort of forest stubble-land— 
a very desolate looking thing indeed. The house 
where we stopped apj^cared to be hardly finished. 
We ordered dinner, and I forthwith begdii 
kindling a fire, which was extremely welcome to us 
all. 1 was very much bruisc'd with our morning’s 
overttirn, and went and lay down in my bed-room, 
wliere I presently slept profoundly. 


Wednesday^ 17/A. 

C* 

^ ■ 

At nine o’clo^l^ we started fro{n Lock]^rt: 
before doing so, liowever, we went down to the 
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canal side to look at the worksy which are here 
very curious and interesting. - ■■■ ■ ran into a 

bookseller’s shop, and got ^*8 book for mei 

which he was going to pounce u(K)ii without 
knowing what it was; and — for some reasons 
best known to himself, snatched it away from him, 
sitying it was a book witich lie w'as sure he would 
not like. The roa<l between Lockport and 
Lew’istown is very pretty; and we got out and 
walked whenever the horses were changed. At 
one place where we stopped, I saw a meek-eyed, 
yellowish-w'hite cart-horse, standing with a man’s 
saddle on his back. The opportunity was irre- 
sistible, and the desire tOb — I hod not backed a 
horse for so long. So I got up upon the amazed 
quadruped woman’s fashion, and took a gallop 
through the fields, with infinite risk of foiling of^ 
and proportionate satisfaction. Wc reac^M 1^'wis- 
town at alanit noon, and anxious enquiries were 
instituted as to how our luggage was to be for- 
warded, when on the other side; for wc were 
exclusive extras ; and for creatures so above 
common fellowship there is no accominodation in 
this levelling land.* A ferry and a ferry-boat, 
boweeer, it appeared, there werq, and thither we 
made our way. While we were* waiting for the 
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boat) I climbed out on the branchesof ahugeoak, 
whidi grew over the banks* of the river, which 
here rise nearly a hundred feet high. Tlius com* 
fbrtably perched, like a bird, ’twixt heaven and 
earth, I ct^ied off some verses which I had 
scrawled just before leaving Lockport. The ferry* 
boat being at length procured, we got into it. 
The day was sultry ; the heat intolerable. 

The water of this said river Niagara is of a most 
peculiar colour, like a turquoise when it turns 
green. It was like a thick stream of verdigris, 
ftill of pale, milky streaks, whirls, eddies, and 
counter*current8, and looked as if it were running 
up by one bank, and dbwn by the other. 1 sat 
in the sun, on the floor of the boat, revising my 

verses. • * * • 

• • « * * 

« • « * * 

Arrived <hi tl»e other side, i. e. Canada, there was 
a second pause, os to how we were to get con- 
veyed to the Falls. fiither, ■■ 
betook themselves to an inn by the road-side, 
which promised information and assistance; and 
— and 1, clambering up the heights of Qifeen- 
ston, sat ourselves down under some biishes, 
whence we looked towards Lake Ontario, and 
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where he told me the liistory of the place ; how 
liis countrymen liad thumped my countrymen 
upon this spot, and how the English general 
Brock had fallen near where we saL A monu- 
ment, in the shape of a stone pillar, has been 
erected to his memory ; and to the top oC this 
— ~ betook himself to reconnoitre; which am- 
bitious (expedition I felt no inclination to share. 
After he had been gone some time, I thought I 
perceived signs of stirring down by the inn d<x>r : 
1 toiled up the hill to the base of the pillar to 
fetch him, and we proceeded down to the rest of 
the party. An une.'isy-looking, rickety cart with- 
out springs was the solfe conveyance we could 
obtain, and into this we packed ourselves. 
— ■ brought me some beautiful roses, which he 
had been stealing for me, and — — gave me a 
glass of milk; with which restoratives I coinlbrted 
myself, and we set forth. As w'e tqneaked and 
credked (I mean our vehicle) up the hill, I 

thought eij^r my father^ or 's weight quite 

enough to have broken the whole down ; but it 
did not happen. My mind was eagerly dwelling 
on lihat we were ^ing to see: that sight which 
” said was the only one iqr the world whidi 
liad not disappointed him. t felt absolutely 
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n^rvbns with expectation. The sound of the 
cataract isy they say, hearcK within fifteen miles 
whoa the wind sets favourably : to-day, however, 
ftiere was no wind ; the whole air w'as breathless 
with the heat of midsummer, and, though we 
8top|)ed our waggon once or twice to listen as we 
approached, all was profoundest silence. There 
a^As no motion in the leave's of the trees, not a 
cloud sailing in the sky; every thing was as though 
in a bright, warm death. When wc were within 
about three miles of the Falls, just before tmter- 
ing the village of Niagara, — — — stoppetl the 
waggon; and then we heard distinctly, though fur 
off, the voice of the nfighty cataract. I^ooking 
over the woods, which appeared to overhang the 
course of the river, we beheld one silver cloud 
' rising slowly into the sky, — the everlasting incense 
of the waters. A perfect frenzy of impatience 
s^zed upon me : I could have set oft' and run tlie 
whole way; and when at length the carruige 
slopped at the door of the Niagara house, waiting 

neiftier for my father, D , nor , I rushed 

durongh the hall, and the garden, down the steep 
^^th cot in die rocks. Pheard steps behind 
me; — — . was f following me: down, down I 
qplran^ and along the narrow footpath, divided 
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only by a thicket from the tumultuous rapids. 1 
saw through the boughs the white glimmer of 
that sea of tbam. << Go on, go on ; don’t stop)” 

shouted ; and in another minute the tlticket 

\»as passed: I stood ui)on Table Rock. - 

seized me by the arm, and, without speaking a 
word, dragged me to the edge of tlic rapids, to 
the b» ink of the .ibys«.. I saw Niagara. ■— Oh, God I 
a ho can describe that sight? 


THi. END. 
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